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THE 

NOVICE  OP  ST.  DOMINICK 


CHAP.    X.IZ. 

One  part,  one  litde  part,  we  dimly  sca?i 
Thro'  the  dark  medium  of  life's  feverish  dreara, 
Yet  dare  arraign  the  whole  stupendous  plan, 
If  but  that  little  part  iocongruous  see:n  ; 
Nor  is  that  pairt  perhaps  what  mortals  deem. 
Oft  from  apparent  ill  our  blessings  rise: 
Oh  !  then  renounce  that  impious  self-esteem?, 
That  aims  (o  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies ; 
For  thou  art  but  of  dust — be  humble,  and  be  wise. 

Minstrel f  B»  I* 
Recordivi  che'l  primo  dolce  peso 
Fui  dele  vostrebraccia  e  prima  io  n'bebbe 
I  cari  baci  e  vi  gli  diede  spesso. 

Iphigenia.' — DOLCE. 

IT  was  the  trumpet's  warlike  blast,  the 
martial  clang  of  arms,  the  deep-toned, 
word  of  command^  echoing-  from  rank  to 
rank,  that  roused  Imogen  from  the  sweets 
of  obliviating  repose.  She  started  from 
her  pillow ;  recollection  slowly  returned, 
and  the  events  of  the  preceding  night,  the 
circumstance  of  her  present  i^tuationj  floai- 
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ed   ''  like  half-forgotten  dreams"  in  her 
mind. 

While  she  was  still  engaged  in  disen- 
tangling her  ideas  from  the  confusion  in 
which  they  were  involved^  a  woman  en- 
tered the  apartment.    She  introduced  her- 
self as  the  wife  of  a   soldier,  whom  the 
count  had  sent  to  tjffer  her  services.    The 
form  of  a  female  was  a  grateful  object  to 
the  eyes  of  Imogen  ;  and^  while  the  woman 
officiously    assisted   at  her   simple  toilet, 
Imogen  thankfully  accepted  her  services. 
This  military  female  was  in  every  sense  of 
the  word  a  Frenchwoman,  free,  commu- 
nicative, and  unreserved,  and  not  a  little 
curious  as  to  the  disguise  of  the  fair  pri- 
soner;  to  whom  she  related  a  long  story  of 
a  lady  who  had  got  into  the  camp  in  a  sol- 
dier's dress  to  see  her  knight  the  evening 
before  the  battle  of  Ivri.     Imogen,  laugh- 
ingly, assured  her  that  that  had  not  been 
the  object  of  her  disguise ;  and,  pleased 
with  her  garrulity,  chatted  to  her  with  that 
fascinating  condescension  which  ever  wins 
on  the  h>eart  of  humble  inferiority. 
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As  soon   as  she  liad  finished  the  very 
necessary  and   refreshing   duties  of  the 
toilet,  her  attendant  retired,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  a  page  entered  to  inform  her  the 
count  waited  breakfast  for  her  in  the  out- 
ward apartment.      Thither  Imogen  fol- 
lowed him.     The  count  was  leaning  pen- 
sively over  the  back  of  a  chair,  on  whicl) 
his  helmet  and  sword  were  laid.      A  few 
grey   locks,    no  longer    confined  by    the 
pressure  of  the  weighty  casque,  played  on 
a  forehead  more  strongly  marked  with  the 
traces  of  care  than  the  furrows  of  age  ; 
and  in  his  countenance  was  that  mingled 
expression  of  benevolence  and  melancholy 
which  evinced  that  he  had  learnt  to  appre- 
ciate the  sufferings  of  others  by  his  ovvn_^ 
and  that  the  beneficent    impulses  of  his 
heart  were  confirmed  by  the  suggestion 
of  his  own  internal  feelings. 

When  Imogen  entered,  he  started  and 
gazed  on  her  with  little  less  emotion  than 
he  had  done  the  preceding  night ;  till,, 
observing    tlie    modest    confusion     with 
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\vhich  her  eyes  avoided  liis^  he  approached, 
and,  taking-  her  hand  with  paternal  fami- 
jiarity,  enquired  how  she  had  passed  the 
ni^ht,  with  more  soHcitude  than  cere- 
mony ;  then,  having  dismissed  the  page, 
drew  a  chair  for  her,  and  seated  himself 
beside  her  with  the  easy  freedom  of  an 
old  acquaintance.  Imogen  already  for- 
got timt  he  in  fact  was  not  so.  While  the 
count  pressed  her  to  partake  of  a  camp's 
homely  fare,  Imo2^en  attempted  to  express 
the  emotions  of  gratitude  his  kindness 
had  awakened  ;  but  her's  was  not  a  heart 
to  cherish  feelings  capable  of  expression, 
and  the  sigh  that  died  on  her  lip,  the  tear 
that  swam  in  her  eyc^  was  the  only  elo- 
quence that  nature  gave  them. 

''  And  w  hy  these  tears  ?"  said  the  count, 
taking  her  hand  :  "  flow  they  from  the 
»♦  recollection  of  sufferings  sustained,  or 
*'  from  an  apprehension  of  dangers  yet  to 
''  come  ?  Has  the  spirit  of  enthusiasm 
''■  which  characterizes  these  times  betrayed 
'*  thee  into    an    adventure    beyond    thy 
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*'  powers  to  encounter  ?  or  has  a  softer 
''  cause  than  that  of  party  spirit  or  fan- 
''  cicd  loyalty  led  thee  to  adopt  this  dis- 
''  guise,  and  brave  the  vigilance  of  our     - 
*'  guards  ?" 

"  No,  my  lord,"  said  Imogen,  ''  these 
'^  are  not  tears  of  apprehension  or  regret, 
"  but  such  as  the  full  heart  sends  to  the 
**  eye  when  words  fail  to  express  its  feei- 
*'  ings  :  had  you  been  less  kind,  they  had 
^*  flowed  perhaps,  but  not  from  so  sweet  a 
"  cause." 

The  count  seemed  still  to  hang  upon  the 
sound  of  her  voice  for  some  minutes  after 
it  had  ceased  to  vibrate  ;  then  he  emphati- 
cally exclaimed  :  ''  That  sweet  voice  of 
"  thine,  fair  mysterious  stranger,  breathes 
''  no  unknown  accent  on  my  ear;  it  speaks 
"  peace  to  my  heart  ;  it  revises  each  dor- 
^'  mant  power  of  joyous  emotion,  and 
"  sheds  upon  my  retreating  life  the  faint 
'^  reflection  of  that  sun  which  beamed 
"  upon  its  dawn.  Speak  !  who  and  what 
*'  art  thou,  that  cometh  thus  endued  with 
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"  magic  spell  to  wake  ilie  dead  to  life^ 
''  and  pour  a  flood  of  transient  joy  upon 
''  a  heart  whose  every  spring  of  happiness 
''  has  lon^  since  been  exhausted  ?"  Then, 
observing-  the  effect  his  singular  emotion 
had  produced  in  the  astonished  counte- 
nance of  his  guest,  he  added  faintly,  "  But 
*'  forgive  me.  lady  ;  my  feelings  are  my 
''  masters  :  even  at  this  age  they  lead  me 
^'  where  they  will;  and  your  strong  re- 
*'  semblance  of  a  person  who-is  no  more— 
"  might  well  rouse  them  to  their  wildest 
**  excess  oi  tyranny  !  But  T\'hen  I  request 
**  some  account  of  my  fair  prisoner,  it  is 
"  to  save  her  that  publicity  of  detail  I  am 
*'  sure  she  would  shrink  from  encounter- 
^*  ing ;  for  the  report  of  a  female  spy  of 
^'  some  rank  having  been  taken  prisoner 
'*  last  night  has  already  circulated  through 
^'  the  camp/' 

There  was  an  inexpressible  something 
in  the  air,  the  looks,  and  voice,  of  the 
count  de  St,  Dorval  that  would  have  won 
unlimited    confidence   from   the   narrow 
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heart  of  distrust  itself;  and  the  all  con fi* 
ding  sanguine  character  of  Imogen  dilated 
to  tiie  sympathetic  influence  of  her  illus- 
trious host's  candid  and  ingenuous  man- 
ners. With  brief  simplicity  she  related 
her  little  story,  slightly  touching  on  her 
aversion  to  the  life  to  which  she  had  been 
devoted  :  and  relatin«r  those  adventures 
which  had  marked  her  flight  from  the 
chateau  de  Montmorell,  and  preceded  her 
having  been  taken  a  prisoner,  with  unde- 
viating  accuracy.  She  then  presented 
the  packet^  addressed  to  the  lady  de  Rose- 
mont,  to  whom  she  was  recommended,  in 
proof  of  the  veracity  of  her  detail. 

The  interest  which  the  count  took  in 
her  simple  narration  betrayed  itself  in 
his  countenance;  and  amazement  stole 
on  the  admiration  of  his  gaze  as  she  pro- 
nounced the  name  of  de  Rosemont,  and 
presented  him  the  packet. 

"  Madame  de  Rosemont !"  he  repeated  ; 
*'  and  who  recommended  thee,  sweet  fu- 
"  gitive,  to  her  protection :" 
a2 
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^'  The  minor  canoness  of  St.  Dominick, 
"  my  lord.'* 

''  The  minor  canoness  of  St.  Domi- 
^' nick  !  Merciful  God!  and  knew  you 
^'  the  canoness  ?  and  were  yoxi  at  the 
*'  convent  of  St.  Dominick  V 

'^  The  minor  canoness  of  St.  Domi- 
'*  nick/*  said  Imogen,  wiping  nwjiy  a 
tear,  **  was  my  only  friend ;  and  re  col - 
''  lection  goes  not  so  far  back  as  to  my 
''  entrance  at  the  convent  of  St.  Domi- 
''  nick.*' 

''  Who  were  thy  parents?''  demanded 
the  count  eagerly. 

''  1  never  knew  them/*  replied  Imogen 
feelingly.  *'  Deserted  by  them  in  my  in- 
'  fancy,  I  was  received  at  the  wheel  of 
*'  St.  Dominick,  and  reared  on  the  chari- 
''  (able  institution  of  the  order.*' 

''  And  was  there  no  article  of  dress,  no 
*'  circumstance  that  could  lead  to  the  dis- 
'^  covery  of  your  friends.^"  asked  the 
count,  in  a  voice  scarcely  articulate. 

''  None,"  said  Imogen,  infected  with 
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his  emotion  :  '^  a  coarse  veil  was  wrapt 
'^  round  my  infant  form  ;  and  this  cross, 
"  which  was  suspended  round  my  neck, 
'^  bore  no  mark  but  the  initials  of  the 
^^  saint  to  whom  I  was  devoted,  and  on  the 
''  reverse  the  name  of  Imcgen,  by  which 
'^  name  the  abbess  had  me  baptized." 

*'  Shew  me  that  cross/'  said  the  count 
faintly.  Imogen  loosened  it  from  her 
neck,  and  presented  it  with  a  hand  almost 
as  trembling  as  that  which  was  eagerly 
stretched  out  to  receive  it.  The  count 
gazed  on  it  till  his  glazed  eye  dropt  tears; 
then,  almost  breathless  with  agitation,  he 
inarticulately  exclaimed:  '*  Lady,  eigh- 
''  teen  years  ago  this  cross  was  fastened 
*'  round  the  neck  of  my  only  child.  Mer- 
**  ciful  Heaven,  mock  not  my  hopes!- — 
"  Yet,  oh  my  heart!  lie  still !  That  child 
*'  bore  on  her  cheek  and  just  beneath  her 
**  left  temple  a  singular  mark;  it  was  in- 
'*  delible,  not  the  effect  of  accident,  but 
''  born  with  her." 

''Was  it  —  such  —  as   this.^"     faintly^ 
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trembling! 3^,  exclaimed  Imogen^  falling 
instinctively  nt  the  count's  feet,  and  raising 
those  luxuriant  tresses  ^\'hich  shaded  her 
temple  :  ''  was  it  sucli  as  this  ?" 

Agitated  almost  to  dissolution,  panting, 
breathless,  the  count's  eyes  rolled  in  si- 
lence on  the  mark,  then  were  raised  to 
heaven  with  an  expression  of  hope,  grati- 
tude, and  ecstacy;  while  with  a  sigh  that 
seemed  to  rend  his  heart  he  faintly  ex- 
claimed, "  God  of  omnipotence !  my 
'^  child !"  and,  stretching  forward  to  re- 
ceive her  in  his  arms^  fell  lifeless  on  the 
earth. 

Imogen  sank  on  the  bosom  of  her  new- 
found father;  and  the  shriek  that  escaped 
her  lips  brought  the  squire  and  page  into 
the  apartment. 

Amazed  at  the  scene  which  presented 
itself,  and  suspecting  riiat  the  disguised 
prisoner  was  the  cause  of  the  situation  in 
which  they  found  their  apparently  lifeless 
lord,  instead  of  giving  him  the  assistance 
he  required,   they  rudely  seized  the  pros- 
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trate  Imogen,  who,  clinging  to  the  count, 
faintly  exclaimed,  "^  My  father!  O  my 
"  father!''  The  tone  of  her  voice  reached 
the  faintly  throbbing  heart  of  the  count, 
and  stole  with  renovating  influence  on  his 
senses.  Imogen  raised  his  drooping  head 
on  her  bosom  ;  and,  bathing  his  hands 
with  her  tears,  softly  demanded,  ''  Am  I 
*'^  indeed  thy  child?"  The  count  clasped 
her  hands  in  his,  fixed  his  ardent  gaze  on 
her  face,  and,  while  his  looks  of  melting 
tenderness  lingered  on  every  feature,  and 
dwelt  with  tender  curiosity  and  amaze- 
ment on  every  lineament,  he  faintly  ex- 
claimed, *'  My  child!  my  long-lost  child  !*' 
then  with  a  deep-drawn  sigh  caught  her 
to  his  breast,  and  wept  over  her  in  silence  ; 
while  Imogen^  as  if  lost  in  sweet  illusions 
of  a  delightful  dream,  from  which  she 
dreaded  to  awake,  mingled  her  tears  with 
his. 

Meantime  the  domestics  gazed  on  the 
affecting  scene  in  an  amazement  which  for 
some  minutes  deprived  them  of  the  po\yer 


14  THE   NOVICE   OF 

of^iotion  or  of  spc  ech.  The  squire,  who 
had  been  for  twenty  years  the  humble 
companion  of  the  count  St.  Dorval,  looked 
earnestly  at  Imogen,  and,  in  a  tone  of  re- 
cognition, exclaimed,  ''  Holy  Mother !  sure 
**  it  is  the  countess  herself!"  while  the 
count,  who  was  now  seated  on  a  couch, 
pointed  to  Imogen,  and,  addressing  the 
squire,  in  an  affecting  tone  exclaimedj 
^'  Richambaut,  hast  thou  ne'er  seen  a  form 
''  and  face  like  that  ?" 

*'  Not,  my  lord,"  said  the  squire,  *'  since 
''  I  beheld  the  countess  de  St.  Dorval.'* 

^*  Behold  her  daughter  !"  said  the  count, 
with  an  air  of  mingled  exultation  and  de- 

light. 

Richambaut  fell  at  Imogen's  feet,  and 
respectfully  kissed  the  trembling  hand  ex- 
tended to  raise  him, 

''  Since  I  have  lived  to  see  this  day," 
said  the  old  man  with  tears,  ''  I  have  lived 
''  long  enough.'*  Then,  with  a  delicacy 
that  intimated  no  common  mind,  he  with- 
drew with  the  page,  checking  the  ardent 
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curiosity  of  his  affectionate  solicitude  till 
the  first  flush  of  emotion  had  subsided  in 
the  bosom  of  his  lord,  of  whose  sufferings 
he  had  long  been  the  witness,  of  whose 
transports  he  could  well  judge. 

While  Imogen^  confused,  bewildered, 
transported,  hung  on  the  shoulder  of  her 
father,  the  count,  still  gazing  on  her, 
seemed  as  if  every  sense  was  absorbed  in 
the  contemplation  of  her  face  and  figure  ; 
then  drawing  her  towards  him,  he  ener- 
getically exclaimed  :  ''  Oh  !  I  could  not 
"  be  deceived  !  thy  first  glance  sank  to 
*'  my  soul,  and  rekindled  the  sacred  flame 
'^  nature  illumined  in  my  heart,  when  in 
'*  thy  sainted  mother's  circling  arms  I  first 
"  beheld  thee,  smiling  like  a  seraph  on 
''  her  nurturing  bosom  !  Thy  first  accents 
''  spoke  to  my  heart  in  thy  mother's  well- 
''  remembered  tones,  and  its  ardent  palpi- 
''  tation  acknowledged  thee  her  child, 
''her  long-lost  long-lamented  child!" — 
Then  dropping  on  one  knee,  and  raising 
the  clasped  hands  of  Imogen  in  his,  he 
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exclaimed  in  a  tone  awful,  affecting,  and 
impressive  :  ''  Eternal  Disposer  of  the 
''  universe !  receive  the  grateful  offerings 
"  of  two  hearts,  who,  by  the  fatherly  in- 
"  terposition  of  thy  providential  'care,  are 
''  restored  to  happiness  and  to  each 
*'  other !"  And  while  words  of  pious 
gratitude  murmured  on  his  quivering  lips^ 
he  embraced  his  kneeling  child,  raised  her 
in  his  arms,  and  implored  a  blessing  on 
her  head. 

The  benediction  of  a  father  for  the  first 
time  breathed  on  the  ear  and  sank  to  the 
heart  of  Imogen  :  she  felt  it  was  2i  father 
pronounced  it,  and  felt  she  was  his  child. 
The  various  and  powerful  feelings  of  her 
as:itated  heart  seemed  to  have  reached 
their  climax  of  emotion  :  she  fixed  her 
eyes  on  the  count's  face  till  they  were 
glazed  with  tears — a  convulsive  laugh  of 
ecstacy  burst  from  her  lips :  *'  Then  I 
''  have  a  father!"  she  wildly  exclaimed, 
and  sank  motionless,  though  not  insensi- 
ble^  on  his  shoulder. 
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*'  You  have,  you  have  !"  exclaimed  the 
count,  pressing  her  to  his  heart,  wliile  a 
warm  tear  fell  on  her  cheek :  that  tear 
was  the  sweet  cordial  administered  by 
nature,  and  the  fading  senses  of  Imogen 
revived  to  its  influence.   " 

"  I  have  a  father  !**  she  repeatrd  in  a 
tone  of  firmness  softened  by  delight; 
'*  and  that  precious  tear  is  my  assurance.' 

The  hour  which  succeeded  to  tlios"e 
eventful,  those  precious  moments  already 
elapsed  was  occupied  in  the  indulgence  of 
those  poignant  feelings  description  fails 
to  reach,  and  the  strongest  powers  of  ima- 
gination but  faintly  conceive.  Imogen, 
the  long-deserted,  alienated,  friendless, 
Imogen,  whose  heart  had  hitherto  so  long 
cherished  those  sweet  and  glowing  affec- 
tions, those  tender  and  refined  sensibili- 
ties, it  was  so  eminently  organized  to  feel, 
yet  cherished  them  in  vain  3  and  who, 
rich  in  all  those  sensations  that  constitute 
the  summit  of  human  felicity,  had  hitherto 
lived  isolated  from  their  enjoyment,  and. 
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amidst  the  social  blisses  of  creation,  still 
wandered 

"  A  solitary  fly, 

"  Without  a  horde  of  sweets,"  — 

now  for  the  first  time  met  a  father's  tender 
gaze*  and  heard  herself  claimed  by  the 
ende^rin/a:  title  nf  child  ;  while  the  ardent 
feelings  of  the  count  (in  whose  bosom  the 
ly^rm  aifections  still  reared  their  unfaded 
heads,  as  though  the  chill  breath  of  age 
had  not  sighed  upon  their  freshness,)  re- 
velled in  the  transporting  conviction  of 
having  found  a  long-lamented  and  only 
child,  the  fair  and  blooming  transcript  of 
the  idol  of  his  youthful  adoration,  of  the 
saint  of  his  maturer  homage — a  saint  to 
whom  his  heart  had  erected  a  shrine 
where  alBictiou  still  offered  hourly  tri- 
butes of  tenderness  and  regret. 

To  the  tide  of  emotion  which  at  first 
overwhelmed  the  souls  of  the  father  and 
child  succeeded  that  ardent  and  mutual 
curiosity  so  natural  to  their  situation, — 
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Imogen,  though  flurried  beyond  the  power 
of  perspicuous  detail,  briefly  ran  over  the 
particulars  of  her  life  since  consciousness 
first  awakened  in  her  mind  amidst  the 
dreary  cloisters  of  St.  Dominick.  Her 
relation  was  indeed  little  more  than  a  his- 
tory of  her  sensations  or  ideas ;  for  till 
within  the  last  six  months  her  life  had  been 
monotonous  and  unvaried,  equally  barren 
of  incident  and  destitute  of  event.  That 
part  of  it  where  her  heart  was  most  inte- 
rested was  the  most  elequently  touched 
on ;  and  when  she  spoke  of  her  connec- 
tion with  the  canoness,  the  virtues,  the  ta- 
lents, the  generosity,  of  her  friend,  the 
spirit  of  friendship  seemed  to  breathe  in- 
spiration on  her  detail,  and  gratitude  shed 
her  glowing  tints  on  each  trait  of  excel- 
lence memory  delighted  to  reveal.  The 
characters  of  the  lady  Magdelaine  and 
the  friar  were  sportively  sketched  off,  with 
all  those  powers  of  comic  delineation 
which  betrayed  the  disposition  of  their 
possessor  as  not  wholly  inimical  to 
"  Every  scene  of  ridicule  ia  things," 
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when  the  playfulness  of  the  happiest  tem- 
perament was  not  clouded  by  the  shadowy 
influence  of  care,  distracted  by  the  throes 
ofsuspence  and  anxiety;  and  her  account 
of  her  situation  at  the  chateau,  and  the 
authorship  of  her  learned  patroness,  drew 
a  6mi4e  to  the  lips  of  the  count,  whose 
pensive  brow  gradually  resigned  its  com- 
pression to  the  influence  of  her  cheering* 
vivacity ;  while  the  eager  attention  with 
which  he  hung  on  her  detail  seemed 
touched  with  new  iiiterest  as  she  dwelt  on 
the  character  and  friendship  of  the  minor 
canoness  of  St.  Dominick. 

When  she  had  concluded  her  interest- 
ing relation,  over  which  she  had  shed 
those  illuminations  of  mind  the  light  of 
genius  only  emanates,  and  which  the 
count,  under  the  grateful  consciousness 
of  paternal  pride,  had  delightfully  noticed, 
he  tenderly  embraced  her,  and  uttered  a 
prayer  of  thankfulness  to  heaven,  that,  in 
recovering  a  child,  he  had  found  her  en- 
dued with  that  strength  and  cultivation  of 
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mind  which  is  ever  the  best  testimony  of 
the  virtues  of  the  heart. 

While  on  the  bewitching  graces  which 
accompanied  these  invaluable  possessions 
he  was  silent,  but  not  unobserving,  after  a 
pause  of  some  length  the  count  said :  ''I 
'  must  noW;  my  beloved  child,  leave  you 
''  for  a  short  time.  You  have  been  brought 
''  a  prisoner  to  this  camp,  and  as  such  I 
'*"  stand  accountable  for  you  to  our  com- 
"'  mander-in-chief.  The  young  duke  de 
'^  Guise  has  lately  joined  his  uncle,  the 
*'  duke  de  Mayenne  :  they  are  both  my 
*'  friends,  and  I  have  the  honour  to  be 
"  collaterally  connected  with  the  duke  by 
''  his  mother's  side,  whose  virtues  and  ta- 
'*  lents  are  the  admiration  of  the  world. 
''  I  well  know  how  deeply  my  illustrious 
''  friends  will  participate  in  my  rapture, 
*'  when  I  acquaint  them  that  in  my  pri- 
'^  Boner  1  have  found  my  long-lost  daugh- 
''  ter :  but  lest  the  instinct  of  nature 
"  should  but  faintly  corroborate  the  inco- 
**  herent  claim  I  have  made  to  thee  as 
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**  such,  lake  this  key.  On  the  table  near 
"  the  couch  where  you  reposed  last  night, 
*'  you  will  behold  a  small  casket :  it  con- 
'^  tains  some  papers  relative  to  my  life  and 
**  thy  birth.  When  amidst  the  gloom  of 
*'  midnight  I  have  left  my  restless  pillow, 
^'^  and  soothed  my  sorrows  by  retracing 
"  them  (sure  beyond  the  sad  indulgence 
"  of  my  own  melancholy  feelings)  some 
*'  sweet  and  secret  intuition  urged  me  to 
*'  the  mournful  task,  and  my  heart's  faint 
"  hopes  suggested  that  the  tear  of  filial 
^*  tenderness  should  bathe  those  woes  pa- 
*^  ternal  anguish  had  recorded." 


CHAP.     XZII. 

Here  much  to  do  ^itb  haie^  but  more  with  Jovt. 

SUAKSPEARE. 

Ma  del  siu  de  la  madre  em  pia  fortuna 
Pargolctto  develse. 

Sonettode  Torquatt©  Tasso. 

AS  soon  as  the  count  had  retired^  Imo- 
gen, all  eagerness,  all  hope,  all  emotion, 
flew  to  the  casquet.    The  first  object  that 
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presented  itself  to  her  eye  was  tlie  minia- 
ture of  a  beautiful  female,  whose  strong 
resemblance  to  herself  left  no  doubt  that 
it  was  the  picture  of  her  mother:  and  the 
kiss  her  warm  lip  stamped  on  it  was  bathed 
with  tears  of  tenderness  and  regret.  On 
the  back  of  the  gold  which  encased  it  was 
written,  ''  Julia  de  Ribemont^  countess 
"  de  St.  Dorval."  "  Then  1  am  indeed 
*'  the  daughter  of  the  count  and  countess 
"  de  St.  Dorval!"  was  the  silent  ejacula- 
tion of  the  tender  but  not  unambitious 
heart  of  Imogen.  She  then  took  out  a 
roll  of  manuscript,  and  eagerly  began  the 
perusal  of  the  following 

MEMOIRS. 

Among  the  ancient  nobility  of  Provence 
the  barons  de  Montargis  and  the  counts 
de  St,  Dorval  held  no  subordinate  rank. 
Equally  high  in  the  scale  of  dignity,  power, 
and  opulence,  their  equality  produced 
those  germs  of  competitorship  which  many 
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unavoidable  and  many  adventitious  cir- 
cumstances contributed  to  mature.  Whe- 
ther embroiled  in  domestic  feuds  or  foreign 
contentions;  whether  in  the  slumber  of 
warfare,  or  the  intervals  of  peace,  they  en- 
tered the  ring,  or  jousted  at  the  tourna- 
ment; or  whether  amidst  the  social  enjoy- 
ments of  the  public  banquet  or  the  privacy 
of  retired  life:  still  the  powers  of  dissen- 
sion, of  hereditary  hatred,  opposed  them 
to  each  other  on  the  list  of  inveterate  and 
irreconcileable  enmity. 

The  Durance,  whose  blue  waves  bathed 
the  rocky  base  of  the  chateau  Montar- 
gis,  reflected  from  the  opposite  shore  the 
lofty  turrets  of  St.  Dorval.  Ages  had 
rolled  over  the  time-proof  edifices  of  anti^ 
quity ;  and  still  they  frown  on  each  other 
in  all  the  gloomy  pride  of  rivalship,  and 
still  do  they  give  to  the  eye  of  the  beholder 
no  faint  emblem  of  that  domestic  animosity 
which  has  so  long  existed,  and  still  sub- 
sists, between  their  respective  families. 
The  family  de  INIontargis  embraced  the  he- 
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resies  of  Luther  in  the  reign  of  Henry  the 
Second.*  The  counts  de  St.  Dorval,  at  the 
same  period,  were  active  in  their  endea- 
vours to  check  the  innovation  the  schis- 
matic spirit  of  the  age  was  gradually  in- 
troducing into  the  immutable  system  of 
their  ancestors'  holy  faith.  In  a  later  day 
the  barons  de  Montargis  united  with  Ca- 
therine de  Medicis,  and  afterwards  with 
Henry  of  Navarre,  in  suppressing  the 
Leas-ue  and  crushino:  the  house  of  Lor- 
raine:  the  counts  de  St.  Dorval  in  promo- 
ting the  measures  of  the  League  and  sup- 
porting the  duke  of  Guise. f  Thus  reli- 
gioHs  distinction  and  political  faction  seem- 
ed united  in  their  endeavours  to  sharpen 
the  asperity  of  family  feuds ;  but  it  re- 
mained for  that  passion,   which  should  be 


*  Henry  the  Second  executed  the  edict;  ag.iinsl  the  Htt- 
gonots  with  the  utmost  severity.  He  erecleJ  a  chamber  of 
prosecution,  composed  of  members  of  the  parliament ;  and  at 
the  coronation  of  his  queen  Catherine  de  Medicis  was  present 
at  an  auto  de  /s  of  obstinate  Hujonots,  which  contributed, 
among  the  nuptial  festivities,   to  the  aiuusement  of  the  court. 

+  Head  of  the  princes  of  Lorraine. 
VOL.  II.  B 
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the  great  solvent  of  every  rancorous  sen- 
timent^ to  hurl  the  arrow  of  defiance  at 
every  hope  of  reconcilement ^  and  love 
completed  that  structure  of  discord,  of 
which  hereditary  religious  and  political 
hatred  had  laid  the  foundation.  Twenty 
years  have  elapsed  since  the  present  baron 
de  Montarg'is  and  count  de  St.  Dorval 
were  in  the  prime  of  life.  They  were  the 
only  sons  of  two  tender  but  ambitious 
fathers,  who  had  not  yot  paid  the  debt  of 
nature,  and  who  instilled  into  the  minds 
of  their  children  those  principles  of  dis- 
sention  vvhich  had  from  infancy  rankled  in 
their  own.  The  younger  de  Montargis 
was  of  a  cold,  phlegmatic,  and  gloomy, 
character :  the  ambition  of  a  great  alliance 
had  forced  him  into  an  early  marriage,  and 
he  became  a  father  and  a  uiJower  in  the 
very  spring  of  life.  On  tlje  death  of  his 
firfet  lady,  love  suggested  a  second  union; 
and  Julia  de  Ribemont,  a  rich  protestant 
heiress,  and  the  ward  of  his  father,  became 
his  betrothed  bride  by  the  dying  wishes  of 
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Ler  parent.  The  lady  de  Ribemont  \fas 
conducted  to  the  chateau  de  Montargis 
previous  to  the  celebration  of  their  nup- 
tialsj  and  the  two  de  Montargis's  were  only 
prevented  from  accompanying*  iier  by  the 
pohtical  distraction  which  at  that  period 
agitated  Paris. 

Meantime  the  younger  St.  Dorval,  ad- 
verse to  the  political  intrigues  in  which 
his  father  was  engaged  at  the  metropolis, 
of  a  delicate  constitution,  and  of  a  roman- 
tic and  studious  turn,  wooed  peace  and  the 
muses  amidst  the  embowering  shades  of 
Provence;  where  every  grove  was  sacred 
to  the  presiding  deities  of  love  and  song, 
and  breathed  the  spirit  of  the  tutelar  being 
to  which  they  were  consecrated.  It  was 
at  this  period  a  circumstance  took  place 
which  produced  the  following  letters. 

Letter  the  first. 
M.  de  St.  Dorval  to  the  Lady  Julia  de  Ribemont. 
SulTer  me,  madam,  to  reject  those  ele- 
gant acknowledgments,  as  dangerous  as 
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they  are  unmerited.  The  spirit  of  bene- 
volence irradiates  your  countenance,  yet 
you  talk  of  a  common-place  act  of  hu- 
manity in  a  light  a  being;  of  an  inferior  spe- 
cies only  should  consider  it.  If  your  looks, 
your  air,  your  eyes,  are  truly  illustrative  of 
your  mind,  your  sentiments  shoulal  rise  in 
the  scale  of  refinement,  even  beyond  the 
conception  of  ordinary  characters.  Re- 
view, madam,  the  little  incident  once  more 
which  gave  birth  to  your  polite  note  of  this 
morning;  and,  as  the  first  indiscrimina- 
ting  flush  of  gratitude  subsides,  it  will 
doubtless  appear  to  you  in  a  different  point 
of  view.  Alone  and  solitary,  I  was  ram- 
bling along  the  delicious  shores  of  the 
Durance,  when,  from  the  beautiful  har- 
bour which  fronts  the  portico  of  the  cha- 
teau de  Montargis,  I  beheld  your  little 
bark  put  off:  my  eye  pursued  its  pictur- 
esque course ;  while  its  snowy  sails  un- 
furled to  the  breeze,  its  streamers  glitter- 
ing through  the  foliage  of  the  intervening 
groves,  it  glided  proudly  o'er  the  wave,  as 
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if  conscious  of  the  precious  treasure  it  en- 
shrined. The  river's  devious  course  had 
scarcely  stolen  it  from  my  ^aze,  when  sud- 
denly the  sultry  air  glowed  with  insup- 
portable ardour;  dark  red  clouds  hovered 
in  the  atmosphere,  emitting  from  their 
massy  points  coruscations  of  flame^  of 
bearing  on  their  gloomy  surface  the  light- 
ning's vivid  flash.  The  distant  thunder 
rolled  its  profound  echoes  amidst  the  deep 
cavities  of  the  surrounding  rocks,  and  the 
presiding  spirit  of  the  storms  seemed  to 
brood  its  furies  on  the  late  glossy  bosom 
of  the  Durance  :  its  waves  swelled,  became 
agitated,  rose  to  the  elevation  of  moun- 
tains, or  sank  to  the  dark  cliasm  of  an 
abyss.  Guided  only  hy  two  youthful 
rowers,  I  beheld  your  boat  vainly  strug- 
gling with  the  rapidly-increasing  horrors 
of  the  storm  ;  and,  amidst  the  wind's 
shrill  squall,  the  faint  cries  of  female  dis- 
tress met  my  ear.  Accompanied  by  a  few 
of  my  domestics,  well  skilled  in  the  navi- 
gation of  the  river,  I  ventured  into  a  light 
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pleasure-boat^  and  had  the  good  fortune 
to  save  yours,  and  conduct  you  in  safety 
to  shore.  Eager  only  for  your  preserva- 
tion, I  did  not  consider  whether  it  was  to 
the  chateau  de  Montargis,  or  the  chateau 
de  St.  Dorval  1  carried  you.  Chance  di- 
rected it  should  be  the  latter;  and  to  be 
candid,  I  trembled  lest  your  silence  and 
reserve  should  have  been  the  effect  of  your 
having  already  inhaled  that  pernicious  va- 
pour the  air  of  Montargis  respires,  and 
which  seems  to  poison  every  mind  it  taints 
against  the  family  of  St.  Dorval:  but  haply 
the  evident  depression  of  your  spirits  pro- 
ceeded from  the  fatigue  and  apprehension 
you  had  sustained;  and,  to  confe&s  the 
truth,  1  am  selfish  enough  to  wish  it  did ; 
for  your  condescension  in  suffering  me  to 
attend  you  and  your  companion  home 
looked  not  like  the  effects  of  family  pre- 
judice; yet  in  you,  who  are  so  soon  to  be- 
come a  lovely  member  of  that  family,  such 
a  prejudice  might  not  be  wholly  unwar- 
rantable.    We  are  apt  not  only  to  excuse 


ST.  DOMIMCK.  31 

but  adopt  the  errors  of  those  we  love  ;  for 
love  is  a  sophist,  who  preaches  not  to  the 
reason,  but  the  heart;  and  all  its  weak- 
nesses and  all  its  passions  are  but  too  fa- 
vourable to  the  subtlety  of  his  arguments. 
How  little  the  heart  can  answer  for  itself 
this  letter  betrays :  I  meant  to  have  written 
a  few  lines,  and  have  given  you  a  volume  : 
1  will,  however,  only  add,  that  at  the  mo- 
ment your  too  grateful  and  too  flattering 
billet  of  this  morning  was  put  into  my 
hands,  I  was  on  the  point  of  making  my 
personal  enquiries  for  your  health  at  the 
chateau  de  Montargis.  1  would  not  swear, 
madam,  that  you  come  not  under  the  pe- 
nal laws  of  Charlemagne  on  the  score  of 
sorcery;  and  that  the  sudden  storm,  with 
all  its  relative  circumstances,  was  but  the 
illusion  of  enchantment:  for  certainly  no- 
thing less  than  a  magic  spell  could  lure  a 
son  of  the  count  de  St.  Dorval  to  the  por- 
tals of  the  baron  de  Montargis.  I  strug- 
gle not  against  supernatural  agency,  I 
bow  to  the  omnipotence  of  my  beautiful  en- 
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chantress,  and  only  await  her  •ommand  to 
pay  those  respects  in  person^  with  which 
J  am  the  most  humble  and  devoted  of  her 
servants. 

St.  Dorval. 

Billet 

From  M.  de  St.  Dorval  to  the  Lady  Julia  de 
RibemoDt. 

You  are  rights  madam  ;  the  soul  is  of  no 
sect,  no  party :  it  is,  as  you  say,  our  pas- 
sions and  our  prejudices,  which  give  rise 
to  our  religious  and  political  distinctions. 
You  add,  you  have  already  dropt  a  tear  to 
the  dissensions  which  have  so  long  di- 
vided the  families  of  Montargis  and  de  St. 
Dorval :  it  is  thus  that  angels  deplore  the 
self-created  miseries  of  man  ;  although  ex- 
empt by  the  divinity  of  their  nature  from 
a  sympathy  of  feeling.  May  thy  sensible 
heart  never  feel  a  woe,  but  what  its  com- 
passion for  the  sufferings  of  others  awa- 
kens !  Circumstances  prevent  your  re- 
ceiving me  this  morning,  but  to-morrow — 
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Why  cannot  time  be  annihilated  till 
tomorrow? — Till  to-morrow,  (what  ma- 
gical letters  compose  that  little  word  !)  and 
ever,  I  feel  I  am  destined  to  be  the  most 
devoted  of  your  servants. 

St.  Dorval. 

Billet. 

And  have  I  spent  some  hours  in  the 
chateau  de  Montari»is  ;  and  are  they  to  be 
the  happiest  of  my  existence?  Certainly 
they  are,  if  you  persist  in  your  cruel  re- 
solve ! 

Not  suffer  me  to  see  you  a^ain  !  Gra- 
cious heaven  !  why  then  suffer  me  to  visit 
you  at  all  ?  Why  permit  me  to  listen  to 
those  accents  which  penetrate  the  soul ; 
those  sentiments  which  vibrate  in  unison 
with  all  its  most  refined  emotions;  those 
lips  so  bashfully  wise;  those  eyes  so  elo- 
quent iu  silence.?  Am  1  then  destined 
never  again  to  listen  to  the  voice  of  the 
charmer,  '  charm  she  ever  so  wisely/  or 
acknowledge  the  fugitive  and  syren  graces 
B  2 
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with  which  nature  has  adorned  her  more 
inestimable  gifts?  Perhaps,  atthis  moment, 
the   infant    Montargis   (happy    urchin!) 
sports   in    your    arms,    and   pleads   with 
cherub  smiles  the  cause  of  his  absent  fa- 
ther.    Yet,   though    'tis  true  the   boy  is 
Love's   loveliest   emblem !     yet,     O    fair 
Julia,  construe  one  smile  as  the  cold  in- 
tercession  in    the    favour   of  friendship : 
yes  1  let  the  infant  boy  of  Montargis  plead 
for  St.  Dorval ;  and  St.  Dorval  will  forget 
he  is  the  son  of  the  man  it  is  his  inheri- 
tance to  hate  ;  he  will  consider  him  only 
as  the  child  of  Julia's  future  adoption ;  as 
the  child  of  Julia's  future  husband.  What 
a  politician,  even  in  love,  is  this  Montar- 
gis, when   in   his  absence  he  consigns  his 
fascinating  cherub  to  your  care  ?     With 
the  perfections  of  this  lovely   infant  ever 
before  your  eyes,  will  they  not,  by  a  na- 
tural association,  lead  your  thoughts  to- 
wards the  father  ?  happy,  too  happy  de 
Montargis ! 

St.  Dorval. 
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Billet. 

A  thousand  blessings  light  on  the  seraph 
head  of  your  3  0ung  companion  !  You  say 
he  was  playing  in  your  arms  when  my 
supplicating  note  reached  you,  and  that 
his  smiles  and  caresses  seemed  intuitively 
to  second  my  intreaties.  1  am  all  grati- 
tude for  your  condescending  acquiescence, 
even  though  obtained  by  the  involuntary 
influence  of  the  child  of  Montargis. 
Adieu !    I  shall  wish  away  the  hours  till 


this  evening. 


St.  Dorval, 


Letter. 

A  fevv  days  are  scarcely  clasped  since  a 
note  from  Julia  would  have  communicated 
in  its  touch  a  thrill  of  rapture  through  my 
whole  frame;  yet  with  the  intuitive  ap- 
prehensions of  love,  I  shuddered  when  I 
received  your  letter  of  this  morning.  Al- 
though the  gravity  and  reserve  with  which 
1  have  been  lately  received  might  have 
taught  me  to  expect  h,  1  hesitated  to  break 
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the  seal ;  and  the  blood  which  glowed  in 
my  veins  as  I  kissed  the  lines  so  lately 
traced  by   you,  froze   with   icy  coldness 
round  my  heart  as  I  perused  them.     You 
say  you  weep  as  you  indite,  and  confess  I 
taught  those  tears  to  flow  :  you  deplore 
your  fatal  indulgence  to  my  wishes,  yet 
blame  me  as  the  efficient  cause  of  your 
imprudence.     Oh  Julia  !  you  arc  the  ar- 
bitress   of    your    own    destiny,  and  your 
misery   or   happiness   depends  solely    on 
yourself.     Awaken  then  from  the  slumber 
of  the  mind  into  which  the  timidity  of  your 
nature   has   lulled  you.     Remember  that 
you  are  imprudent  only  according  to  the 
circumstances  which  may  govern  your  fu- 
ture life  'y  that  the  father  which  promised 
your  hand  held  no  power  over  your  heart; 
that  to  bestow  that  hand  when  the  affec- 
tions are  withheld  will  not  be  prudent  but 
criminal ;  that  though  by  a  parent's  will 
the  forfeiture  of  your  rich  possessions  fol- 
lows the  breach  of  that  contract  your  heart 
never  subscribed  to,  you  arc  still  left  mis- 
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tress  of  your  person  and  your  actions. 
O  Julia,  I  have'  now  but  one  other  argu- 
ment to  suggest^  and  then  1  shall  be  silent 
for  ever ! 

The  son,  the  only  son^  of  the  count  de 
St.  Dorval,  heir  to  an  hereditary  hatred  to 
the  house  of  Montargis,  and  stimulated  by 
many  personal  aggravations  to  nourish  that 
aversion,    imbibed    almost  with  maternal 
nurture,  has  sacrificed  his  justly-founded 
hatred,  personal  dislike,  political  and  re- 
ligious sentiments,  his  resentment,  his  pru- 
dence, and  his  pride,  at  the  feet  of  Julia 
de  Ribem.ont :  all,  all  have  vanished  to  the 
glance   of  her  eye,  to  the  sound  of  her 
voice,  and  St.  Dorval,  the  once  proud  and 
haughty  St.  Dorval,  has  meanly  and  clan- 
destinely stolen  through  the  forbidden  por 
tals  of  Montargis,    which  for  ages  have 
been  barred  against  his  family,  which  still 
but  for  their  master's  absence  would  have 
been  closed  against  himself,  only  to  catch 
one  smile  from  the  lip  of  Julia,  one  glance 
of  soft  encouragement  from  her  eye  !  Such, 
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O  Love,   is  thy  omnipotence !    But  wliy 
delineate  to  Julia  the  feelings  of  a  heart 
whose  every  vibration  she  is  already  mis- 
tress of?     It  is  true  I  have  hitherto  been 
silent,   and  Julia  has  been — O  heavens  ! 
her  infatuated  modesty,  her  timid  reserve, 
her   refined  and  elevated  delicacy,  even 
when   caution    closed   the  eye,   and  when 
prudence  slumbered,   breathed  the  vestal 
soul  of  sublime  and  immaculate  purity  it- 
self; and  even  if  the  remembrance  of  her 
beauty's  transient  flower,  her  lively  wit*s 
bewitching    blandishment,    her    youthful 
form's  fresh  fascinating-  graces,  shall  fade 
in  the  lapse  of  time,  those  sweet  attributes 
of  feminine   perfection   shall   live    in  my 
heart's  fond  recollection  till  that  heart  shall 
cease  to  be  Julia's,  shall  cease  to  throb 
with  life  !     Yes,  Julia,  in    spite    of  your 
silence  and  reserve,  you  know   you    are 
beloved  ;  and  oh  !   if  my  heart  has  not  de- 
ceitfully  construed    in    my    favour   those 
sweet  compliances  I  have  read  in  thy  full 
blue  eyes,  those  sudden  blushes  that  warm- 
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ed  thy  cheek  at  my  appearance,  that  touch- 
ing pensive  air  which  softly  ushered  in  my 
loitering  departure,  Julia's  heart  beats 
with  no  languid  pulse  for  St.  Dorval.  The 
emotions  which  pursue  this  (perhaps  chi- 
merical but  blissful)  conviction  baffle  de- 
scription ;  they  overpower,  they  over- 
whelm me.  I  will  not,  dare  not,  add  ano- 
ther line,  save  that  in  which  J  entreat  you 
will  suffer  me  to  see  you  an  hour  before 
sunset  this  evening  on  the  west  rampart  of 
Montargis.  O  Julia,  Julia  !  you  will  not, 
must  not  refuse  this  last  request  of  him 
who  only  holds  bis  existence  from  your 
hands. 

St.  Dorval. 

Letter, 
M.de  St, Dorval  to  ibe  Chevalier  deSorville,  at  Paiis. 

Villa  de  Flora,  Tuscany, 
Yowx   letter  has  followed  me  here  :   I 
dare  not  dwell  on  its  contents:  its  argu- 
ments are  unanswerable,  for  they  are  tlic 
vigorous  offspringofthat  mews  CO w.scm  recti 
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^vhich,  amidst  the  trials  of  your  chequered 
life^  and  the  vicissitudes  of  your  sensible 
hearty  has  never  deserted  you.  It  is  in  you 
alone  we  trace  the  sanguine  virtues  of 
youth  united  to  the  wisdom  of  age  and 
the  cautious  prudence  of  experience.  It 
is  for  you  only,  great  and  amiable  philan- 
thropist !  to  subdue  the  agonized  throbbing 
of  your  own  lacerated  heart,  to  alleviate  the 
sorrows  or  rectify  the  errors  of  your  friend. 
But  it  is  now  too  late.  Julia  de  Hibe- 
mont  is  mine  by  every  tie  human  and  di- 
vine. She  has  flown  from  a  world  un- 
worthy of  her  ;  she  has  lost  perhaps  the 
languid  approbation  of  the  prejudiced,  the 
pity  of  the  ignorant,  and  forfeited  those 
possessions  for  which  alone  the  unfeeling 
de  Montargis sought  her  alliance:  but  she 
has  bestowed  on  your  friend  an  inexhaust- 
ible mine  of  felicity,  and  participates  in 
all  the  happiness  she  confers.  Let  then 
my  inexorable  father  renew  his  unnatural 
and  cruel  vow,  w  hich  casts  me  for  ever  an 
alien  from  his  love  :  let  my  enemies  tri- 
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umph  in  the  defeat  of  my  prudence  and 
the  downfall  of  my  pride  :  Julia  de  Ribe- 
mont  is  mine!  that  sweet  conviction  fills 
my  whole  hearty  nor  leaves  one  avenue 
open  to  regret. 

That  I  have  stolen  a  portionless  wife 
from  the  family  of  Montargis,  you  tell  me, 
is  not  the  main  object  of  my  father's  im- 
placable resentment ;  but  that  in  wedding 
a  Hugonot^  this  unfortunate  unron  may 
give  birth  to  a  race  of  heretics,  whose 
apostacy  shall  cast  an  indelible  stain  on 
the  uncontaminated  faith  of  the  house  of 
St.  Dorval,  and  forfeit  the  religious  as  well 
as  the  political  principles  of  their  ances- 
tors^ incessantly  harrows  his  mind_,  and 
aggravates  resentment  beyond  the  power 
of  reconciliation.  Oh,  de  Sorville !  how 
little  does  he  know  of  the  liberal^  the  no- 
ble-minded Julia !  She  already  has  no 
will  but  her  husband's  ;  and  if  her  faith  is 
founded  on  error,  it  is  at  least  free  from 
that  Pharisaical  zeal  and  stubborn  bigotry 
which  the  conscious  infallibility  of  ours 
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inspires.  The  ardor  of  your  friendship 
certainly  misleads  you,  when  you  wish  me 
to  appear  in  the  presence  of  my  father  ere 
the  first  flush  of  his  anger  has  yet  subsided. 
Time  is  the  best  soother  of  those  irrita- 
tions which  flow  rather  from  the  passions 
than  the  reason.  In  the  interim,  add  to 
all  I  already  owe  you  by  remaining-  with 
my  father,  and  supplying  to  him  that  place 
his  undutiful  but  still  affectionate  son  has 
forfeited.  You  are  his  nearest  relation  ; 
your  influence  over  him  was  once  only  se- 
cond to  mine,  and  now  reigns  unrivalled. 
You,  who  have  lost  a  Rosalie  de  Vileite, 
can  have  no  tie  to  attach  you  to  the  world 
but  the  benefit  it  may  derive  from  your 
example  and  exertions.  Oh  !  in  every 
thing  my  superior  but  in  years,  I  place 
my  destiny  in  your  hands :  steal  me  again 
into  my  father's  heart,  and  rescue  the 
brilliant  felicity  I  enjoy  from  those  hover- 
ing shades  with  which  the  consciousness 
of  filial  ingratitude  may  at  a  future  period 
obscure  it. 
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I  cannot  dismiss  this  letter  without  giv- 
ing you  some  slight  sketch  of  our  present 
situation.     The  villa  de  Flora  is  the  only 
inheritance  I  possess  independent  of  my 
father.    Even  the  diversified  and  beautiful 
landscapes  of  Provence  can  give  you  but 
a  faint  idea  of  the  glowing  charms  of  Tus- 
can scenery  ;  nor   does    Italy  present  ta 
the  gaze  of  tasteful  admiration  a  spot  more 
luxuriant  in  beauty  than  the  villa  de  Flora. 
In  this  sweet  retreat,  imparadised  in  bliss, 
secluded    from   the  woild^    its    cares,    its 
prejudices,  lost  to  every  reflection  of  the 
past,  to  every  anxiety  for  the  future,  for 
three  months,  three  fleet  and   rapturous 
months,  the  finger  of  smiling  felicity  daily 
wove  such  hours  of  bliss  in  the  web  of  our 
existence   as  fancy '*i  bright  idea  gives  to 
the  heavenly,  to  the  pure  and  subtle  joys  of 
Elysium.   Oh  !  how  can  I  describe  that  cri- 
sis of  bliss,  where  the  full  heart  is  insensible 
to  a  want !  that  union  of  soul  which  sym- 
pathy, friendship,  esteem,  and  passion,  in- 
violably confirm  ;  that  soft  delirium  of  the 
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senses  which  communicates  the  charm  of 
love  to  every  object  around  us,  and  repre- 
sents them  to  the  eye  under  a  new  and 
more  delig:rfal  aspect  than  reality  con- 
fers? I  will  not  attempt  to  delineate 
what  you  have  felt  and  I  still  enjoy.  May 
they  again  be  yours  !  and  may  some  other 
Rosalie  de  ViJette,  fair,  lovely,  and  excel- 
lent, as  her  you  have  lost,  awaken  you  to 
a  repetition  of  those  exquisite  feelings 
which  are  now,  in  the  most  extensive  and 
refined    sense,    the    possession    of   your 

friend !     Adieu ! 

St.  Dorval. 

I  had  almost  forgot  to  mention  a  singu- 
lar circumstance.  Stephano,  my  father's 
Spanish  servant,  and  who  has  ever  stood 
so  high  in  his  favor,  has  had  a  dispute  with 
his  lord,  which  has  caused  their  separa- 
tion ;  and  he  has  followed  me  to  Italy,  to 
seek  an  asylum  in  my  little  establishment. 
He  supplicated  me  with  tears  in  his  eyes 
to  receive  him;  and,  as  I  remember  him 
from  my  infancy,   I  could  not  refuse  his 
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request,  which  was  seconded  by  the  sedu- 
cing intercession  of  my  sweet  Julia  ;  yet 
I  know  the  fellow  to  possess  all  the  gloom 
and  bigotry  which  generally  characterises 
his  countrymen. 


From  the  period  in  which  this  letter 
was  written  something  more  than  a  year 
fled  away  in  the  enjoyment  of  every  social 
delight.  A  lovely  infant  became  a  new 
ligament  in  the  indissoluble  tie  which 
bound  the  two  fondest  of  all  human  hearts  ; 
and  in  the  sv;eet  and  sacred  character  of  a 
mother^  Madame  de  St.  Dorval  shone 
with  new  lustre  in  the  eyes  of  the  father, 
the  husband,  and  the  lover.  Meaxjtime 
neither  the  soothing  suggestions  of  natural 
affection,  nor  the  never-ceasing  interces- 
sion of  the  Chevalier  de  Sorville,  could 
soften  the  asperity  with  which  the  preju- 
dices of  the  Count  St.  Dorval  regarded  the 
conduct  of  hisson^  whom  he  had  formally 
deprived  by  will  of  all  the  law  permitted 
to  be  withheld. 


46  THE  NOVICE  or 

The  old  baron  de  Montargis  was  in  the 
interim  killed  in  an  affray  at  Paris ;  and 
his  son,  in  full  possession  of  the  forfeited 
estates  of  the  heiress  de  Ribemontj  pub- 
licly laughed  at  the  romance  of  his  sue- 
cessfuland  disinterested  rival,  and  secretly 
nourished  a  hope  of  revenge,  which  he 
soon  found  an  opportunity  to  display, 
though  not  wholly  to  accomplish.  High 
in  favour  with  Charles  the  Ninth,  although 
a  rigid  Hugonot,  he  found  means  of  in- 
sinuating a  report  to  the  royal  ear,  preju- 
dicial to  the  loyalty  of  the  house  de  St. 
Dorval.  His  son's  absence  left  the  old 
count  to  stand  the  brunt  of  an  accusation, 
which  not  even  the  suspicious  tyranny  of 
Charles  could  validate.  This  circumstance 
occasioned  a  rencontre  between  the  count 
and  the  baron  de  Montargis,  in  which  the 
former  was  slightly  wounded.  The  report 
reached  the  ears  of  the  younger  de  St. 
Dorval,  and,  for  the  first  time  since  his 
marriage,  contrition  smote  his  heart.  It 
was  in  vain  he  would  have  concealed  from 
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himself  that  his  conduct  had  irritated  de 
Montargis  to  the  base  revenge  he  had 
sought — a  revenge  that  exposed  his  father 
to  the  ignominy  of  a  public  accusation ; 
that  while  this  venerable  father  exposed 
his  life  in  defence  of  his  honor  with  youth- 
ful ardor,  his  son,  amidst  the  soft  and  sy- 
ren scenes  of  Italy,  lapt  in  love's  Ely- 
sium, and  wholly  resigned  to  rapturous 
indolence,  passed  his  youthful  days  amidst 
the  inglorious  joys  of  peace  and  love. 

Even  the  blandishments  of  his  beau- 
tiful wife,  the  infant  caresses  of  his 
lovely  daughter,  failed  to  awaken  one 
thrill  of  rapture  in  a  heart  where  remorse 
sat  brooding  over  the  keen  plaints  of  con- 
science. It  was  at  this  period  a  letter  ar- 
rived from  the  Chevalier  de  Sorville,  his 
best  and  only  friend,  which  finally  deter- 
mined him  on  a  step  he  had  long  meditated. 

*'  Your  father,'*  said  ihe  chevalier^  '*  af- 
ter having  recovered  his  wound,  and  ar- 
rived from  Paris  at  the  cliateau  de  St. 
Dorval  in  tolerable  health  and  spirits,  was 
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seized  with  a  paralytic  stroke.  This  is 
the  second  he  has  had  since  your  mar- 
riage ;  a  third  is  to  be  feared,  and  will 
leave  no  hopes  of  his  recovery.  Need  I 
add  more  to  induce  \ou  instantly  to  set 
off  for  France  ?  Madame  St.  Dorval  will 
join  her  seducing  entreaties  to  mine^  and 
assist  in  restoring  you  to  your  father.  I 
have  only  to  add,  that  the  baron  de  Mon- 
targis  has  obtained  the  government  of  a 
northern  province,  and  has  left  his  young 
son  to  be  educated  at  the  chateau  deMon- 
targis,  to  court  the  return  of  that  popula- 
rity his  father  had  justly  forfeited." 

''  Go/'  said  madame  St.  Dorval,  throw- 
ing herself  into  her  husband's  arms,  when 
she  had  read  this  letter:  ''  go^  and  com- 
''  plete  the  happiness  you  have  begun  ; 
*'  go,  restore  yourself  to  your  father's 
*' heart,  and  heal  the  only  wound  that 
«'  rankles  in  that  of  Julia!" 

The  next  morning  St.  Dorval  set  out 
for  France ;  he  parted  from  his  wife  and 
child,  and  parted  with  happiness  for  ever ! 
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On  his  arrival  at  Provence,  he  found  the 
inhabitants  of  the  chateau  St.  Dorval  over- 
whelmed with  consternation  and  sorrow. 

*'  It  is  in  vain  to  conceal  it  from  you/* 
said  the  chevalier  de  Sorville,  embracing 
him;  ''your  father  has  just  breathed  his 
*'  last."  St.  Dorval  sank  lifeless  into  those 
arms  which  strained  him  to  the  noblest 
heart  that  ever  throbbed  in  a  human 
breast. 

It  was  not  tii!  some  days  after  the  in- 
terment of  the  count's  remains,  and  until 
the  first  flow  of  that  filial  aiTection  which 
remorse  sharpened  to  insupportable  agony 
in  the  broast  of  his  son  had  subsided,  that 
the  will  of  the  late  count  was  opened,  in 
the  midst  of  a  numerous  assembly.  The 
count  St.  Dorval  and  liis  friciid  the  che- 
valier de  Sorville  alone  testified  no  sur- 
prise on  finding  that  llie  late  lord  of  St. 
Dorval  had  left  nothing."  (o  h's  son  but  that 
jHitrimony  of  which  he  could  not  deprive 
him;  and  that  the  estate  brcmght  into  the 
family  by  his  alliance  with  his  lady,  (one 
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of  the  richest  heiresses  in  Prance,)  tog^e- 
ther  with  vast  personal  possessions,  were 
bequeathed  to  the  chevalier  de  Sorvilie. 

The  chevalier,  approaching  the  notary, 
who  read  the  will  aloud,  took  it  into  his 
own  hands,  and,  having  looked  it  slightly 
over,  tore  it  into  a  thousand  pieces. — 
"  Thus  perish,"  said  he  firmly,  ''  the  un- 
*' just  instrument  of  parental  displeasure, 
*'  framed  under  the  immediate  operation 
"of  prejudice  and  passion!  Had  the 
''  count  lived  to  recover  his  perfect  senses, 
'*  which  the  nature  of  his  disorder  de- 
*'  prived  him  of  so  long  before  his  death, 
*'  thus  would  it  have  perished  by  his 
'^  hands."  Then,  throwing  himself  into 
the  arms  of  St.  Dorval,  he  added  in  a  tone 
of  affectionate  elation,  **  Long  may  the 
''  count  ofSt.  Dorval  live  to  enjoy  thean- 
"  cient  possessions  of  his  illustrious  ances- 
'«  tors  !" 

St.  Dorval  had  a  heart  to  feel  as  pro- 
foundly the  generosity  of  his  friend,  as 
that  inestimable  friend  had  a  soul  capable 
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of  every  act  that  raises  humanity  even 
above  itself.  In  return  for  all  he  had  vo- 
luntarily relinquished,  the  chevalier  was 
with  difficulty  prevailed  on  to  accept  St. 
DorvaVs  Tuscan  estate,  although  extreme- 
ly limited  in  an  income  which  was  rather 
the  patrimony  of  the  distressed  than  his 
own. 

After  some  time  spent  in  necessary  ar- 
rangement, the  count  and  his  frien4  set 
off  for  Italy,  to  conduct  the  countess  and 
her  daughter  back  to  France.  The  count 
had  not  acquainted  his  wife  with  his  de- 
parture from  France  ;  and  his  heart  fondly 
sketched  the  idea  of  his  unexpected  return 
to  Julia  with  all  the  delicate  ardor  of  a 
lover,  with  all  the  more  homefelt  satisfac- 
tion of  a  husband.  An  absence  of  nearly 
two  months  had  revived  those  fading 
flowers  of  passion  which  drooped  beneath 
the  ardor  of  unclouded  possession  ;  and, 
distant  from  the  object  of  his  idolatry, 
fancy  shed  those  divine  attractions  round 
her  surpassing  even  the  sweet  reality  of 
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lier  own  perfections.  The  soft  ff  elings 
of  a  father  amehorated  the  ardent  enthu- 
siasm of  the  lover,  and  a  thousand  hearts 
swelled  in  the  bosom  of  St.  Dorval  when 
he  arrived  within  view  of  the  groves  of  de 
FioJ'a.  Leaving  his  friend  in  the  carriage, 
he  mounted  a  swift  horse,  and  proceeded 
(or  rather  fled)  alone  to  the  villa,  jealous 
even  that  the  eye  of  friendsiiip  should  wit- 
ness the  sacred  effusions  of  his  enamoured 
heart,  that  beat  with  feverish  violence. — 
As  he  fastened  his  horse  to  a  tree  at  the 
end  of  the  avenue  which  led  (o  the  house, 
and  while  his  eager  e3^e  (lung  round  on 
every  side  its  quick  enquiring  glance,  in 
fond  expectation  of  lighting  on  the  pre- 
cious objects  it  sought,  his  trembling 
limbs  scarce  bore  him  to  the  portico  :  but 
Julia  and  her  child  reposed  not  beneath 
its  marble  shade,  as  they  were  wont  in 
the  meridian  hour.  When  St.  Dorval 
rcachrd  it,  it  was  filled  witii  domestics, 
v\ho  fled  with  horror  and  amazement  at 
their  master's  sight  :  at  the  same  moment 
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four  strangers  passed  on,  bearing-  a  coffin 
on  their  shoulders ;  and  Stephano^  the 
Spaniard,  who  followed  it,  caught  the 
lifeless  form  of  St.  Dorval  in  his  arms  — 
The  fears  of  St.  Dorval  were  not  the 
phantoms  of  an  anxious  tender  heart — 
'Julia  was  no  more  ! 

The  return  of  reason  brought  with  it 
all  the  agony  of  unutterable  woe.  St.  Dor- 
val burst  from  the  arms  of  de  Sorviile, 
(who  shed  those  tears  the  dry  and  inflamed 
eye  of  his  friend  could  not  weep^)  and; 
with  a  frenzy  that  mocked  the  power  of 
restraint,  fled  instinctively  to  Julia's  apart- 
ment. The  bed  was  hung  with  black,  and 
covered  w  ilh  a  pall :  beside  it  lay  the  cra- 
dle of  her  infant ;  the  veil  which  was  flung 
over  it  was  that  which  Julia  wore  when 
St.  Dorval  last  strained  her  to  his  heart. 
St.  Dorval  snatched  it  away,  but  it  covered 
not  the  form  of  his  child.  He  called  al- 
ternately on  the  names  of  Julia  and  her 
daughter;  no  lisping  murmur,  no  melting 
voice  of  tenderness,  answered  to  the  fran- 
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tic  enquiries  of  the  husband  and  the  fa- 
ther. The  imag;e  of  despair  in  its  gloom- 
iest aspect,  St.  Dorval  clasped  his  hands, 
and  seated  himself  on  Julia's  bed. 

It  was  in  that  dreadful  moment,  when 
every  feeling  of  his  heart  was  wound  up 
to  the  last  strain  of  suffering;  when  con- 
viction of  the  loss  he  bad  sustained  touch- 
ed the  nerve  of  soul-felt  sorrow  even  to 
the  very  quick  ;  when  his  wildly  throbbing 
temples  shot  pangs  of  anguish  through 
his  burning  brain,  and  his  glaring  eye 
and  flushing  cheek  feU  not  the  refreshing 
dew  of  one  heart-easing  tear:  it  was  in 
that  dreadful  moment,  when  the  blackest 
horrors  of  despair  succeeded  to  the  live- 
liest sweetest  hopes  of  love  and  rapture, 
that  the  chevalier  de  Sorviile  sought  to 
soften  the  silent  stubborn  sorrows  of  his 
friend  by  relating  the  melancholy  cause 
which  had  awakened  them.  He  read 
aloud  the  following  letters,  which  were  on 
the  point  of  being  dispatched  to  St.  Dor- 
val when  he  arrived  at  the  villa  de  Fiora. 
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Fragment  of  a  Journal  from  Madame  to  M.  de  St, 
Dorvaf. 

Were  I  to  tell  thee  at  what  hour  in  the 
twenty-four  I  miss  thee  most,  it  would  be 
in  the  decline  of  the  evening',  that  sweet 
solemn  season  so  dear  to  the  pensive  plea- 
sures of  the  heart,  so  consonant  to  the 
tone  of  our  minds  and  feelings,  when  day 
and  night  seem  to  struggle  for  that  em- 
pire twilight  has  usurped  ;  when  the  west- 
ern star  sheds  his  pale  light  on  the  deep 
blue  of  the  cloudless  atmosphere,  and  the 
sun's  last  fading  blush  still  glows  on  the 
purple  mists  of  evening.  'Tis  then,  soli- 
tary and  alone,  I  wander  to  those  luxu- 
riant shades  where,  in  the  decline  of  a 
beautiful  day,  we  used  to  repose.  Fancy, 
animated  by  tenderness  and  regret,  touches 
every  object  with  the  idea  of  my  absent 
love;  in  every  sighing  breeze  I  hear  the 
voice  of  St.  Dorval,  and  a  soft  recollection 
of  my  husband  steals  on  me  from  the  view 
of  every  object.  I  weep,  but  by  tears  are 
not  ungracious  ;  and  I  return  home,  and 
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court  thai  repose  which  lures  to  my  pil- 
low the  soft  dream  that  "ives  me  back  St. 

o 

Dorval^  and  mocks  the  power  of  absence. 
Kwill  gladden  thy  fond  heart  to  hear  that 
some  new  intelligence  daily  beams  on  the 
seraph  countenance  of  our  little  Imogen  ; 
and  I  almost  expect  to  hear  her  cherub 
mouth  pronounce  the  name  of  mother. 
Oh  !  what  a  joy  were  that  to  the  mother's 
doating  heart!  She  almost  springs  from 
her  nurse's  arms  to  mine,  and  with  that 
eager  look  of  joy  her  father's  speaking 
eye  so  often  emanates.  'May'st  thou,* 
said  I  this  morning,  '  resemble  thy  father 
*  in  virtue  as  in  person!*  The  precious 
infant  clung  to  niy  bosom,  and  seemed  to 
smile  assurance  (o  my  prayer. 

To-day,  as  I  spread  my  trinkets  before 
her.  she  seized  on  the  ogate  cross  that  was 
once  thy  sainted  mother's,  (which  you 
prize  more  from  that  circumstance  than 
its  intrinsic  value,)  and  held  it  so  fast  that 
Ursnline,  who  is  a  right  pious  catholic,  in- 
sisted on  tying  it  round  her  neck  ;  and  so 
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it  has  become  the  little  monopolizer's  pro- 
perty. Stephano,  who  was  arranging  a 
flower-vase  at  the  time,  looked  on  with 
marked  expression  in  his  eye  at  the  trans- 
.action  :  doubtless  he  thought  it  boded  well 
of  the  future  piety  of  our  infant,  in  spite 
of  her  mother's  heresy.  You  know  his 
bigotry  ;  yet  he  is  a  faithful  soul,  aad  offi- 
ciously attentive  in  your  absence.  I  have 
sat  in  the  portico  all  day,  watching  the 
expected  arrival  of  your  courier,  and  have 
now  returned  to  my  own  room  to  chide 
you  for  your  inattention.  Three  long  long 
weeks,  and  no  letter  for  Julia  !  Oh  !  that 
you  may  have  received  my  packet!  My 
heart  can  well  judge  of  the  anxiety  of 
yours  by  that  with  which  it  is  agitated  at 
this  moment.  My  spirits  are  wretchedly 
depressed;  and,  without  any  immediate 
cause,  my  tears  fall  faster  than  I  can  write. 
1  will  invoke  the  tahsmanic  power  of  my 
sweet  infant's  smiles.  At  this  moment  I 
hear  her  sporting  in  Ursuline's  arms  be- 
neath the  casement.  Adieu,  my  love  !  A 
c  2 
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sweet  evenin<^  succeeds  to  an  oppressive 
and  sultry  day.  I  am  goin^  to  join  our 
little  girl,  and  dissipate  by  a  ramble  the 
gloomy  visions  that  crowd  on  my  heart. — 
Adieu! 

In  continuation,  hy  one  of  Madame  St.  Dorval's 
women. 
MONSEIGNEUR, 

When  the  countess  arose  from  her 
escrutoire  I  gave  her  her  veil,  and  she 
joined  the  nurse  and  child  in  the  lawn. 
Near  two  hours  had  elapsed,  when  the 
countess  returned  alone.  We  were  all 
surprised  at  her  having  kept  the  lady  Imo- 
gen out  in  the  evening  air  to  so  late 
an  hour.  The  countess  complained  of 
extreme  fatigue,  and  retired  to  her  room  : 
when  she  had  undressed  she  went,  as  she 
T>'as  wont  to  do  before  she  retired  to  rest, 
to  visit  the  nursery  ;  but  neither  the  infant 
nor  Ursuline  was  there  !  This  was  the 
more  astonishing,  as  the  countess  had  sent 
the  child  home  early  in  the  evening,  and 
had  rambled  alone  in  the  orangery.  When 
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inquiries  were  made,  it  was  found  that 
neither  Uisuline  nor  the  infant  had  re- 
turned. Although  it  was  night,  and  a 
heavy  rain  began  to  fall,  the  countess,  fol- 
lowed by  some  of  the  domestics  (while 
others  set  out  in  different  directions),  flew 
to  the  spot  whejj^  she  had  parted  with  her 
child.  It  was  near  the  skirts  of  the  wood 
which  ruivs  to  the  rear  of  the  villa;  and 
at  no  great  distance  farther  up  in  the 
wood,  fastened  by  ropes  to  a  tree,  and 
exhausted  with  crying,  they  found  Ursu- 
line.  She  had  been  seized  on  by  two 
men  after  she  had  parted  from  my  lady: 
one  held  a  pistol  to  her  breast,  while  the 
other  carried  away  the  infant.  The  man 
who  held  her  then  bound  her  arms  to  a 
tree,  and  she  had  remained  for  more  than 
an  hour  and  a  half  in  that  situation.  The 
^countess  retained  her  senses  till  she  heard 
the  melancholy  detail,  and  then  fell  life- 
less into  the  arms  of  her  attendants.  She 
was  carried  home;  her  garments  were 
drenched  with  rain,  as  was  her  fine  air,  for 
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she  ran  out  in  her  night  dress,  and  without 
any  covering  on  her  head.  It  was  ge- 
nerally believed  that  some  robbers  who 
iurked  in  the  woods  had  carried  off  the  in- 
fant for  the  sake  of  the  jewels  which  it 
was  my  lady's  pleasure  to  deck  her  in.  For 
two  days  every  search  was  made :  Ste- 
phano,  who  took  it  much  to  hearty  scoured 
the  country  night  and  day;  and  the  count 
de  Morino  made  every  exertion,  but  to  no 
purpose. 

Meantime  a  delirious  fever  seized  on 
my  lady,  partly  occasioned  by  the  anguish 
of  her  mind,  and  partly  by  the  dreadful 
cold  she  had  caught  on  the  fatal  night 
when  the  child  was  stolen.  She  raved  in- 
cessantly of  her  infant:  it  was  impossible 
to  prevail  on  her  to  go  to  bed  :  she  wan- 
dered franticly  about  the  house,  and  some- 
times rambled  out  in  the  night  air  to  the 
spot  where  she  had  parted  with  her  child, 
while  the  fever  raged  in  her  veins.  After 
five  days  thus  spent  her  strength  was  ex- 
hausted, and  she  sufl'ered  us  to  convey  her 
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to  her  apartment ;  but  in  passing  near  the 
nursery^  she  shrieked  and  flew  to  the  cra- 
dle of  her  child  :  from  this  object  it  was 
impossible  to  part  her ;  it  was  therefore 
carried  into  her  room^  and  placed  by  her 
bedside.  Then  she  took  off  her  veil, 
threw  it  over  the  cradle,  and,  seating  her- 
self by  it,  sung  that  sweet  melancholy  lul- 
laby with  which  she  was  wont  to  lull  the 
lady  Imogine  to  repose.  Sometimes  she 
would  gently  raise  the  veil,  and  with  a 
melancholy  smile  softly  exclaim,  *'  She 
*'  sleeps!"  then  rock  the  cradle,  and  sing 
again.  In  this  manner  she  passed  the 
night:  towards  morning  she  knelt  down, 
and,  laying  her  head  on  the  cradle,  ap- 
peared to  fall  into  a  deep  sleep— from 
whence  she  awoke  no  more  ! 


Here  oblivion  drops  the  veil,  and  shades 
the  expression  of  those  woes  which  fancy 
dares  not  delineate,  which  memory  dares 
not  dwell  upon. 

The  count  of  St.  Dorval's  sudden  loss 
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of  father,  wife,  and  child,  with  all  their 
aggravating  circumstances,  was  too  much 
for  the  tenderness  of  his  heart,  or  the 
strength  of  his  mind :  the  former  sank  be- 
neath reiterated  anguish  ;  the  latter  gave 
way  to  the  torrent  of  affliction  that  over- 
whelmed it.  Amidst  the  general  wreck, 
reason  was  dispossessed  of  her  empire; 
and  for  two  years  her  light  beamed  no  ray- 
on the  darkened  soul  of  St.  Dorval. 

In  the  first  moment  of  his  recovered 
senses  he  recommenced  that  hopeless 
search  for  his  child  which  the  chevalier  de 
Sorville  had  continued  with  unabated  ar- 
dor; hope  still  mocked  him  in  the  pur- 
suit, and  to  the  agony  of  suspense  the 
horrors  of  irrevocable  certainty  at  last 
succeeded.  Many  a  year  since  has  rolled 
in  gloom  over  the  devoted  head  of  St. 
Dorval,  and  brought  in  its  course  no  beam 
of  hope  to  illumine  his  dark  fate.  The 
retribution  of  heaven  has  fallen  heavy  on 
his  heart;  and  till  the  last  sad  remnant  of 
of  life  he  will  continue  to  expiate  that  one 
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act  of  filial  disobedience  from  whence  all 
bis  after-sorrows  flowed. 


CHAP.    XZV. 


——Discretion  has  so  far  fought  with  nature. 
That  he  with  wisest  sorrow  thinks  on  her. 
Together  with  remembrance  of  himself. 

Shakespeark. 

WITH  the  profoundest  interest,  the 
most  eager  curiosity,  and  breathless  haste, 
Imogen  perused  the  manuscript:  and  even 
when  she  had  finished  it,  her  eye  still  re- 
curred to  the  letter  written  in  her  mother's 
hand,  dictatedby  her  mother's  heart ;  while 
the  fondness  of  fancy  was  willing  to  believe 
that  the  tear  which  fell  to  the  memory  of 
that  sainted  mother  bathed  those  lines  long 
since  imbued  with  the  precious  dew  of 
maternal  delight.  "  Yes,"  said  Imogen, 
"  dear  and  tender  mother !  you  were  hasl- 
"  ening  to  bless  me  with  a  last  embrace 
"  when  your  hand  traced  the  last  alfec- 
"  tionate  sentiment  :    my    infant  accents 
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^'  then  reached  your  delighted  ears,  and 
'*  the  smiles  you  hastened  to  invoke  al- 
''  ready  breathed  fresh  spirit  on  thy  sink- 
''  ing"  heart.  And  it  was  for  me  you  died  !" 
exclaimed  Imogen,  sobbing  over  the  letter 
and  pressing  it  to  her  lips.  At  that  mo- 
ment the  count  entered.  Imogen  arose, 
and  threw  herself  into  his  arms  :  the  count 
strained  her  to  his  heart :  silent  was  (he 
indulgence  of  their  emotions;  tears,  sighs, 
and  mutual  caresses,  were  the  language 
of  their  hearts. 

When  they  were  seated,  and  their  emo- 
tion had  in  some  degree  subsided,  the  count 
addressed  his  daughter.  ''  These  papers, 
"  my  sweet  child,"  said  he,  pointing  to 
the  manuscript,  ''  wliich  I  have  collated 
''and  connected  together  as  well  as  the 
"  unsettled  state  of  my  mind  would  admit, 
''  contain  the  history  of  the  most  interest- 
"  ing  and  eventful  period  of  my  life  :  what 
"  has  since  followed  is  little  more  than  a 
"  blank.  Six  years  after  the  death  of 
'*  your  mother,  I  embraced  a  mihtary  life. 
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"  It  was  a  letter  from  the  late  illustrious 
"  duke  de  Guise  that  roused  me  from  the 
'"  lethargy  of  despair.  At  a  period  when 
"every  gentleman  in  France  embraced 
"  the  party  consonant  to  his  principles,  I 
"  recollected  that  I  was  the  last  of  the  no- 
"ble  house  of  St.  Dorval;  and,  determined 
*'  that  the  fading  spirit  of  my  family  should 
"  emit  one  spark  ere  it  became  totally  ex- 
*'  tinct,  and  expire  in  a  flame  not  unworthy 
"  of  its  ancient  fire,  1  headed  a  numerous 
*'  body  of  my  vassals,  and  joined  the  Duke 

''  de  Guise  at .     The  prince,  and  his 

"  brother  the  cardinal  de  Guise,  were  iu- 
"  humanly  and  traitorously  murdered  by 
"  Henry  the  Third.  The  misfortunes  of 
'*  that  illustrious  family  attached  me  more 
*'  firmly  to  its  interest;  and  1  had  the  hap- 
*'  piness  to  be  instrumental  in  the  escape 
*■'  of  the  young  duke  de  Guise,  imprisoned 
^'  by  the  king  on  the  murder  of  his  father 
'*  and  uncle.* 


•  He  was  confined  in  the  castle  of  Tours;  and  in 
1591  contrived  to  effect  his  escape  by  the  assistance 


66  THE   NOVICE    OF 

*'  Amidst  the  harassing  cares  of  a  mili- 
"  tary  life,  I  have  sought  to  bury  the  re- 
"  collection  of  my  domestic  misfortunes, 
*'  and  to  forget  the  corroding  sorrows  of  a 
'*  broken  heart.  The  lapse  of  seventeen 
*'  years  has  ameliorated  the  asperity  of 
'•^ affliction;  and  the  recovery  of  my  child, 
*'  under  the  merciful  providence  of  heaven, 
'*  will,  I  trust,  breathe  fresh  vigour  on  the 
"  long-fading  springs  of  life,  and  give  me 
^^  yet  a  little  longer  to  a  world  which  now 
"  begins  to  wear  the  aspect  of  long-ba- 
^'  nished  joy  to  my  eye.  Yet  though  my 
y  heart  confirms  thee  mine  by  all  the 
"  sweet  intuitions  of  nature,  by  the  spirit 
"  of  thy  mother  which  breathes  in  thy 
**  accents,  by  that  wondrous  resemblance 
*'  of  form  which  restores  her  to  my  view 
*'  as  when  first  I  beheld  her   lovely  and 

of  his  valet-de-chambre,  who  amused  his  guard  while 
he  got  in  a  small  boat,  anchored  beneath  his  case- 
ment. At  the  other  side  of  the  river  he  was  received 
by  some  of  his  most  intimate  friends,  who  waited 
there  with  horses*— See  Cayet,  vol.  ii.  book  3. 
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"blooming amidst  the  embowering  shades 
"  of  Montargis;  and  though  that  mark  on 
"'  thy  cheek,  that  cross  on  thy  bosom,  are 
"'  proofs  irrefragable  that  thou  art  indeed 
^' my  child,  my  sainted  Julia's  child;  yet 
"  still  my  heart  languishes  with  curiosity 
'^  to  penetrate  the  veil  of  mystery  that  has 
'^  so  long  concealed  thee  from  my  view. 
"  That  you  were  forced  from  your  nurse's 
'^  arms  by  robbers,  lured  to  the  barbarous 
"  act  by  the  value  of  thy  ornaments,  I 
**  entertain  no  doubt;  but  that  they  should 
"  have  preserved  thy  life,  and  carried  thee 
*'  from  Tuscany  to  the  convent  of  St.  Do- 
*'  minick  in  Champaigne^  is  a  mystery  past 
''  solving.  Oh,  my  sweet  Imogen  !  when 
''  scarce  a  week  past  I  visited  the  convent 
*^  of  St.  Dominick  with  my  friend  de 
'*  Sorville,  could  I  then  have  known  that 
•^  its  walls  probably  enclosed  my  long- 
*'  sought  child !" 

*'  Gracious  heaven  !  my  father  !  You 
"  visit  St.  Dominick,  and  but  a  week 
^'  back  !**  exclaimed  Imogen,  recalling  th« 
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emotion  with  which  the  count  had  first 
heard  her  mention  the  convent. 

*'  Didst  thou  not  hear  of  the  arrival  of 
"  two  strangers,  who  spent  some  time  at 
"  the  convent,  on  the  day  the  sister  Pasi- 
"phaedied?" 

"  I  did,"  said  Imogen  ;  '*  they  came 
"  with  a  dispensation  from  the  Pope  to 
*'  enable  the  canoness  to  seek  for  health 
"  in  a  climate  more  genial  to  her  scattered 
•'constitution:  but  oh!  they  came  too 
['  late !" 

*'  Those  strangers,  Imogen,  were  de 
''  Sorville  and  your  father." 
*'  Gracious  God  I  my  father !" 
^'  The  canoness/*  continued  the  count, 
*'  was  a  woman  of  strong  understanding, 
*'  but  the  strength  of  her  passion  was  pro- 
''  portioned  to  that  of  her  mind.  Her  love 
''  for  the  chevalier  became  a  part  of  her 
''^  existence :  neither  philosophy  nor  reii- 
"  gion  were  equal  to  its  subjugation  ;  she 
"  cherished  it  in  madness  and  in  reason, 
*'  in  the  world   and   amidst   a   convent's 
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"  chilling  gloom  :  it  survived  the  wreck  of 
"  hope,  and  baffled  the  oblivious  spell  of 
"  time.  Not  so  de  Sorville :  he  loved  not 
''  less  tenderly  than  his  mistress,  but  the 
''  influence  of  reason  was  even  stronger 
"  than  that  of  love  over  his  mind:  he  did 
"  not  blindly  resign  himself  to  the  infa- 
''  tuation  of  a  first  passion,  and  pursud  its 
*•  indulgence  beyond  the  line  of  possibi- 
*'lity;  his  thwarted  affection  gradually 
''  moderated  into  a  tender  interest  and  in- 
''  violable  friendship  for  its  once-adored 
*•  object.  He  wrote  to  her,  and  his  letters 
*'  were  fraught  with  the  soothing  atten- 
**  tions  of  humanity,  the  suggestions  of 
"  reason,  religion,  and  pliilosophy.  Ro- 
''  salie's  answers  breathed  only  the  soil  of 
"  passion,  animated,  not  restrained,  by 
''  opposition.  He  ceased  to  write,  and 
"  strove  by  silence  to  subdue  the  energy 
*'  of  stubborn  love  in  the  bosom  of  the 
''  canoness.  Her  pride  took  the  alarm, 
''  but  her  health  became  the  victim  of  her 
"  feelings.     Meantime  the  chevalier  con- 
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'^  tinued  single,  and  lived  the  friend  oi 
^'  mankind,  the  benefactor  of  society ;  of 
'^  no  party  in  politics,  of  no  sect  in  reli- 
"  gion,  he  is  at  once  patriotic,  loyal,  and 
"  devout.  His  principles  are  not  indeed 
*'  truly  consonant  to  the  present  state  of 
'' society;  and  his  Utopian  system,  his 
**  love  of  civil  and  religious  liberty,  is  ra- 
'*  thera  beautiful  than  apracticable  theory: 
^*'  yet  even  his  errors  are  amiable,  for  they 
*'  are  the  errors  of  a  man  too  good  for  the 
''  world  he  lives  in.  Although  his  home 
**  was  the  villa  de  Fiora  in  Tuscany,  the 
*'  activity  of  his  mind  seldom  suffered  him 
*'  to  remain  for  any  time  its  inhabitant ; 
•*  and  the  tender  and  lively  interest  he  still 
'  felt  for  the  sister  Pasiph'ae  led  him  twice 
*'  in  the  year  to  the  chateau  de  Rosemont, 
"  from  whence  his  sister  procured  him  in- 
*•  teUigence  of  the  long-declining  canoness. 
*'  It  was  in  his  last  visit  he  learnt  from  the 
"  physician  of  the  convent  that  the  ca- 
*'  noness  had  no  hope  of  life  but  from 
'*  change  of  air.     At  his  desire  I  applied 
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"  to  the  duke  de  Mayenne  ;  and  through 
**  his  interest  at  the  court  of  Rome  pro* 
"  cured  a  dispensation  from  his  holiness, 
"  enabling  the  nun  to  visit  Marseilles,  her 
**  native  place. 

*'  I  obtained  leave  to  quit  the  camp, 
**  and  accompanied  him  to  the  convent  of 
**  St.  Dominick  ;  and  we  arrived  there  a 
"  few  hours  after  her  death.  My  duty 
*'  obliged  me  to  return  to  the  camp.  The 
''  chevalier  loitered  a  day  or  two  in  the 
"  neighbourhood,  and  then  returned  to  de 
"  Rosemont,  where  he  still  remains. 

"  Then  it  ii  certain,"  said  Imogen,  "I 
**  have  beheld  this  great  and  amiable 
"  friend ;  and  had  my  last  visit  to  the  con- 
"  vent  been  an  hour  earlier,  might  have 
**  beheld  him  who  now  suffers  me  to  call 
"  him  father."  She  then  related  her  adven- 
ture in  the  aisle  of  St.  Dominick,  on  the 
night  of  the  canoness's  interment;  and 
the  mysterious  visitor  was  no  other  than 
the  chevalier  de  Sorville. 

[\  I  knew/*  said  he,  *'  he  meant  to  pay 
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"  the  last  sad  duty  to  his  departed  friend  ; 
*'  and  it  is  perfectly  consonant  to  the  de- 
^'  licacy  of  his  character,  that  he  should 
'^  wish  to  indulge  the  luxury  of  sorrow 
"  unperceived,  and  escape  the  prying  eye 
"  of  vulgar  observation  :  this  melancholy 
''  and  reserve  is  the  true  indication  of  that 
•*  silent  sullen  grief  which  profound  re- 
^^  fined  feeling  only  nourishes." 

The  count  then  changed  the  conversa- 
tion to  a  topic  more  immediately  conso- 
nant to  their  respective  interests.  "  If," 
said  he,  ''  in  a  moment  such  as  this,  when 
'^  heaven  has  granted  to  my  wishes  all  they 
''  panted  after  on  earth,  one  repining 
^'  thought  could  disturb  my  present  feli- 
''  city ;  that  thought  of  regret  should  be, 
''  that  I  am  necessitated  to  suffer  you,  my 
^'  beloved  child,  to  remain  one  moment 
*'  in  a  place  and  situation  so  every  way  im- 
"  proper  for  you  :  and  though  the  delight 
''  of  beholding  and  conversing  with  thee 
"  supersedes  in  thy  father's  heart  every 
*'  other  sentiment^  yet  1  hope,  on  this  and 
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'•'  every  future  occasion,  he  will  always 
"  have  the  fortitude  to  sacrifice  his  own 
*'  gratification  to  thy  happiness.  It  is  iii- 
''  deed  true,  a  father's  arms  arc  a  child's 
**  best  asylum:  yet  the  uncertain  and  ha- 
'*  zardous  situation  in  which  I  am  now 
''  placed,  renders  that  asylum  of  a  doubt- 
"  ful  continuance;  and  a  residence  in  a 
''  camp  is  as  little  consonant  to  female  de- 
''  hcacy,  as  it  is  unsafe  and  incommodious. 
"  Deprived  of  all  feinale  attendance^  ex- 
''  cept  such  as  it  were  infinitely  better  to 
'*  want;  without  even  a  female  dress,  a 
''  want  so  frequently  betrayed  by  those 
**  risini^  blushes^  which  so  eloquently  pour- 
*'  tray  the  wounded  feelings  of  violated 
^'  modesty;  nothing  can  be  less  consonant 
**  to  propriety  than  thy  further  residence 
''  here,  even  though  that  residence  were 
**  a  certain  one,  and  thy  father's  protec- 
"  tion  as  permanent  as  it  is  now  doubt- 
"  ful  and  unstable :  for  in  the  breast  of  a 
**  man  of  honour,  no  private  claims,  nor 
''  selfish  feelings,  can  oppose  themselves 
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"  to  the  duty  he  owes  society ;  and  even 
*'  though  I  still  retained  my  sweet  Imogen 
''  amidst  the  tumults  of  a  camp,  the  alfec- 
"  tionsof  the  father  must  still  be  subser- 
"  vient  to  the  soldier's  duties.  1  have  only 
"  to  add,  that,  in  acquainting*  the 'duke  de 
''  Guise  with  the  circumstances  of  my 
''  child's  recovery,  he  has,  with  his  usual 
"  goodness,  anticipated  my  wishes,  and 
*'  offered  me  the  protection  of  his  mother, 
'^  who  now  resides,  with  her  accomplished 
**  daughter,*  at  Guise;  until  his  cause,  no 
**  longer  calling  for  thy  father's  weak  suji- 
'^  port,  shall  enable  him  again  to  claim  the 
"  precious  deposit,  and  retire  with  his  trea- 
^'  sure  to  the  shades  of  St.  Dorval." 

*^^  Alas  1"  said  Imogen  tenderly,  "hast 
"  thou  not  said,  a  father's  arms  are  a  child's 
*'  best  asylum  ?  Yet,  if  I  must  so  soon  re- 
*'  sign  this  late-found  dear  asylum,  why 
*'  not  seek  the  protection  of  the  chevalier 
*'  dc  Sorville's  sister,  inadame  de   Rose- 

*  Louisa  de  Lorraine,  afterwards  princess  de  Conti. 
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*■'  mont,  to  \vliom  the  friendship  of  the 
*'  minor  canoness  had  already  consigned 
^^mer" 

"  Because/'  said  the  count  gravely,  ''a 
''  situation  which  might  have  been  eligible 
''  for  the  fugitive  novice  of  St.  Dominick 
^'  would  be  highly  improper  for  the  daugh- 
'*  ter  of  the  count  St.  Dorval.  Madame 
"  de  Rosemont,  it  is  true,  is  amiable :  yet 
**  in  becoming  an  apostate  to  the  religion 
''  of  her  ancestors,  she  did  not,  like  her 
''  brotlier,  embrace  the  mild  principles  of 
'^  universal  toleration  ;  she  is  a  rigid  Hu- 
'^  gonot.  Mer  husband,  of  the  same  per- 
''  suasion,  died  at  the  battle  of  Ivri  by  the 
"  side  of  the  king  of  Navarre,  whcse 
"  strenuous  partizan  he  was.  Since  that 
"  period  the  chateau  de  Rosemont  has  been 
"  an  asylum  to  the  enemies  of  the  house 
"  de  Guise  and  the  catholic  faith  :  to  such 
*'  an  asylum  shall  the  count  de  St.  Dorval 
''  commit  his  daughter !  he  who  is  the 
'^  avowed  friend  of  the  former,  who  would 
^'  die  in  defence  of  the  latter.^     Besides^ 
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*'  the  tcnderest  anxiety  of  my  heart  could 
'^  not  select  for  thee  a  protectress  more 
**  worthy  of  becoming*  such,  than  the 
*'  duchess  de  Guise.*  Not  more  eminent 
'^  for  the  qualities  of  heart  and  understand- 
"  ing  than  celebrated  for  her  refined  and 
'^  attic  taste^  her  polished  and  interesting 
"  manners,  this  superior  and  extraordi- 
^'  nary  woman  unites  all  that  is  g«eat  and 
**  noble  in  our  sex,  with  all  that  is  excellent 
"^  and  amiable  in  her  own.  With  courage 
^^  to  oppose  adversity,  even  in  its  most 
'^  dreadful  form,  with  grandeur  of  soul  to 
*'  sustain  undazzled  the  splendor  of  the 
*'  most  brilliant  prosperity,  her  character 
**  is  formed  of  the  happiest  elements;  and 
**  her  great^  her  superior  qualities  are 
**  so  blended  with  all  the  soft  and  pleasing 
"  attractions,  that,  while  she  excites  our  re- 
*'  verence,  even  to  awe,  she  wins  our  love 
*'  and  secures  our  esteeni.     It  is  to  this  il- 


*  For  an  account  of  the  celebrated  duchess  de 
Guise,  see  Mimoires  dc  Sully;  and  Bayle's  Diction- 
ary, article  Guise. 
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*'  lustrious  princess,  the  boast  of  hercoun- 
*'  try,  the  idol  of  her  friends,  and  even 
"  the  admiration  of  her  enemies,  that  I 
*'  would  consigMi  my  Imogen,  my  child  ;  un- 
''  til  that  happy  period  when  I  shall  be  en- 
'•  abled  to  claim  her  to  part  no  more/' 

The  heart  of  Imogei>,  ever  emulous  of 
siuperiority,  equally  ambitious  of  virtue  and 
of  genius,  swelled  in  her  bosom,  as  her 
father  pronounced  the  eulogium  of  the 
duchess  de  Guise. 

"  Yes,"  said  she  with  a  sigh,  **  I  will  leave 
"  you,  my  father ;  let  rrie  not  murmur  at 
"  the  first  command  a  parentis  wish  imposes. 
"  Yes,  send  me  to  this  incomparable  wo- 
*'  man  :  with  such  a  model  in  my  view, 
"  perhaps,  I  may  catch  some  of  that  ex- 
"  lence  by  which  I  shall  become  more 
"  worthy  of  being  thy  child." 

The  count  tenderly  pressed  the  hand 
clasped  in  his.  ''  Continue  but  ihyself/' 
said  he;  ''  lose  not  the  tender  blush  that 
''  mantles  on  thy  cheek ;  let  not  that 
"  sowrce  dry  up  which  sends  the  tear  of 
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"  feelin^j  to  thine  eye,  the  smile  of  rapture 
''  to  thy  lip,  the  sacred  source  of  sensi- 
''  bility.  Seek  not  to  imitate,  but  to  im- 
''  prove,  even  to  perfection,  the  excellen- 
'' ces  of  thy  nature;  and  thy  father's 
''  heart  desires  no  more." 

The  count  then  mentioned,  that  a  cou- 
rier^ which  the  duke  de  Guise  was  dis- 
patching under  escort  to  his  mother,  took 
to  the  duchess  a  letter  of  recommendation 
from  her  son  in  favour  of  Imogen  -,  and 
that  nothing'  remained  but  to  procure  leave 
from  the  commander-in-chief  to  accom- 
pany her  himself  to  Guise.  "  I  am  now 
''  obliged/'  said  he,  ''  to  attend  a  council 
''  of  war,  which  is  to  be  held  in  this  tent; 
''  I  shall  then  seize  the  most  favourable  oc- 
''  casion  of  preferring  my  request," 

**  And  heaven  send  it  may  be  granted  !" 
said  Imogen  eagerly:  "  for  to  confess  the 
"  truth,  my  lord,  my  late  adventures  have 
''  rather  increased  my  timidity  than  added 
''  to  my  courage  j  it  is  in  your  presence 
"  only  I  feel  that  guardian  safety  so  long 
"  denied  me.'* 
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*'  INIay  your  father  long  have  it  in  his 
''  power  to  afford  it  thee  !*'  said  the  count, 
risino' ;  then  telling  her  that  slie  might  ex- 
pect him  back  in  less  than  an  hour,  he 
adjourned  to  the  tent  of  the  duke  de 
Mayenne. 

This  hour  was  spent  by  Imogen  in  a 
variety  of  reflections,  of  whicli  her  father 
was  the  principal  subject.  Endowed  by 
nature  with  that  all-pervading,  all-pene- 
trating apprehension,  which  mocks  even 
the  partial  bias  of  affection,  and  pierces  the 
veil  in  which  the  solicitude  of  tenderness 
shrouds  the  failings  of  its  object;  neither 
the  strong  sympathy  which  apparently 
existed  between  her  father's  character  and 
her  own,  the  prepossessing  urbanity  of 
his  manners,  nor  that  fond  partiality  which 
the  connection  subsisting  between  thera 
was  alone  sufficient  to  inspire,  could  con- 
ceal from  Imogen  that  many  an  error  of 
education,  many  a  prejudice  of  part}^  and 
of  religious  growth,  were  associated  with 
the  best  principles  of  his  mind,  and  shed 
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their  poi«on  on  the  best  feelings  of  his 
heart.  She  coald  not  but  recollect  that 
in  his  little  biographical  sketch  of  himself, 
the  sect  he  professed  was  always  mentioned 
as  the  only  true  and  infallible  religion  .; 
that  with  equal  tenacity  he  adhered  to  the 
supposed  justice  of  the  cause  he  had  em- 
braced, rather  from  hereditary  principle 
than  the  conviction  of  reason  ;  that  he  had 
mentioned  the  sublimb^  the  philanlhropic 
sentiments  of  the  chevalier  de  Sorville  as 
a  beautiful  rather  than  a  practical  theory  ; 
and  that  the  friendship  of  his  sister  was  re- 
jected because  she  was  a  Hugonot,  and 
afforded  a  charitable  asylum  to  the  unfor- 
tunate of  the  same  persuasion  !  Yet,  even 
with  all  these  errors  of  the  mind^  Imogen 
worshiped  the  ntill-warm  and  tender  sen- 
sibility of  her  father's  heart ;  the  still  sur- 
viving enthusiasm  of  his  character  ;  tiie  ap- 
parent gentleness  of  his  disposition  ;  and 
t^iat  mild  benevolence  which,  superior  to 
prejudice,  shone  in  his  open  countenance, 
as  if  eager  to  volunteer  in  the  service  of 
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humanity,  independent  of  every  political 
and  reli":ious  distinction  :  but  what  her 
heart  most  lamented  was  the  tie  which 
bound  him  to  a  party  whose  unstable 
foundation  was  fast  falling  to  decay. 

Of  the  hereditary  and  lineal  claims  of 
Henry  IV.  to  the  throne  of  France  her 
historical  knowledge  had  furnished  her 
with  sufficient  and  undeniable  proofs;  and 
the  amiable,  the  magnanimous  character 
of  the  monarch  had  long  awakened  a  per- 
sonal interest  in  his  favor,  in  a  heart  which 
swelled  at  the  splendid  feats  of  the  hero, 
and  m.elted  in  all  the  sympathy  of  kindred 
virtue  over  the  milder  perfections  of  the 
man.  She  was  not,  however,  sufficiently 
acquaiiited  with  her  father's  character  to 
dare  to  combat  its  prejudices. 

While  she  yet  dwelt  on  them  with  ten- 
derness and  regret^  the  count  entered  the 
tent;  he  was  followed  by  a  subaltern,,  to 
whom  he  was  busied  in  giving  some  pro- 
fessional instructions.  Meanwhile  the 
domestics  spread  a  table  with  more  elegant 
D  2 
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and  luxurious   fare  than  a  flying  camp 
might  be  supposed  to  afford.     The  story 
of  the  count's  discovery  of  his  daughter  in 
his  prisoner  had  obtained  a  pretty  general 
circulation  through  the  camp,  and  excited 
a  general  interest,  which  the  count's  do- 
mestics particularly  displayed   by  the  cu- 
riosity, tempered    only  by  respect,  with 
which  they  regarded  their  young  mistress  ; 
whOj  though  wrapped  up  in  tiie  minstrel's 
graceful  robe,  so  as  scarcely    to    betray 
what  modesty   herself  might  proudly  re- 
veal^ blushed  at  the  unseemly  habit  which 
disguised  the  feminine  form  of  its  lovely 
wearer.     The  count's  delicacy  awaked  to 
the  influence  of  his  daughter's;    he    dis- 
missed the  attendants,  and  they  sat  down 
to  table  with  only  a  page  in  waiting.    An 
air  of  dejection  and  reserve  seemed  dif- 
fused over  the  manners  of  the  count,  which 
equally   intimidated   Imogen  from  enqui- 
ring into  their  cause,   or  demanding  the 
success  of  his  request.     Her  father  spoke 
little,  and  ate  less  5  and,  when  the  dinner 
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service  was  removed,  he  arose  from  the 
table,  and  threw  himself  on  a  couch. — 
Thither  Imogen  followed ;  and,  seating 
herself  beside  him,  with  that  air  of  timid 
softness  that  feared  to  be  intrusive,  yek 
lang'uished  to  alleviate  the  melancholy  it 
witnessed,  she  exerted  with  gradual  in- 
crease all  those  soothing  arts,  wliose  witch- 
craft steals  sorrow  from  itself,  and  winds 
round  the  heartwith  imperceptible  power. 
But,  as  she  faintly  endeavoured  to  rally 
back  the  retreating  spirits  of  her  father  by 
the  affected  vivacity  of  her  own,  in  the 
smile  of  sadness  that  repaid  her  obvious 
and  tender  endeavours  Imogen  traced 
their  inefficacy. 

''  And  must  I  part  from  thee?"'  said 
the  count,  after  a  long  pause,  gazing  oa 
her  through  tears  of  fondness. 

''  But  for  a  short  time  1  hope,  dearest 
*'  sir,"  said  Imogen,  with  a  smile  and  a 
sigh. 

"  God  grant  !'*  said  the  count  fervently. 

['  Oh !   he  will,   he  will  l'^  said  Imogen 
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with  animation  :  ''  He  whose  goodness  has 
''  thus  providentially  restored  thee  to  thy 
*^  child,  will  still  preserve  her  to  thee: 
"  and,  trust  me,  mi/  heart's  forebodings 
"  are  light  and  pleasant ;  they  whisper 
'*■  hope  and  happiness  to  ray  soul,  and  re- 
''  vel  in  the  fond  anticipation  of  a  speedy 
"  and  indissoluble  re-union." 

The  kiss  which  she  impressed  on  her 
father's  hand  seemed  to  seal  the  assurance, 
although  the  tear  tliat  bathed  it  spoke  her 
hopes  not  unalloyed  by  tender  apprehen- 
sion. The  count,  drawing  her  towards 
him,  and  gazing  delightedly,  yet  pen- 
sively, on  her  interesting  and  eloquent 
countenance,  exclaimed:  ^'^  Child  of  my 
"  heart's  fondest  care  !  lovely  beam  whom 
'*  the  pitying  mercy  of  heaven  has  sent 
'*  to  illume  the  gloom  of  my  fading  life ! 
''  every  moment,  in  unfolding  to  my  view 
^'  the  sweet  revival  of  thy  sainted  mother's 
"  perfections  blooming  amidst  thine  own, 
''  draws  thee  nearer  to  my  heart,  and  ren- 
*'  ders  that  heart  still  more  loth  to  part 
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"  with  all  it  loves  on  earth  :  yet  such  is 
"  the  unfortunate  pressure  of  circum- 
'^  giances,  that,  though  this  day  only  has 
"  given  thee  to  my  arms,  to-morrow  tears 
^'  thee  from  them  !" 

"  To-morrow r*  faintly  ejaculated  Imo- 
gen. 

**  Thou  knowest/'  continued  the  count,, 
"  that  the  king  at  the  head  of  his  army 
"  has  sat  down  before  the  gates  of  Laon, 
''  one  of  the  principal  towns  in  the  pos- 
"  session  of  the  League.  It  is  much  feared 
*^  the  city  nust  surrender ;  nothing  indeed 
'^  can  prevent  it,  but  the  success  of  a 
''  scheme  adopted  by  the  duke  de  May- 
*'  enne  and  the  Spanish  general,  the  count 
'*  de  Mansfield." 

"  And  what  is  that  scheme  .^"  eagerly 
demanded  Imogen. 

*'  To  send  a  considerable  convoy  of  am- 
"  muniiioit  and  provisions,  under  a  strong 
"  escort,  to  the  besieged." 

*'  And  is  that  praclical)le^  my  lord  r" 

'*  It  will  at  least  be  hazardous,"  said 
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the  count,  shaking*  his  head;  "  and  who 
"  can  hope  to  frustrate  the  vigilance  of 
''  the  all  observing  Henry?** 

''  But  how  does  it  immediately  affect 
''  us,  my  dear  father  ?'' 

"  Imogen,  at  the  moment  I  was  about 
*'  to  prefer  my  request  to  conduct  you  to 
*'  Guise,  I  found  the  convoy  was  appointed 
"  to  set  off  by  to-morrow's  dawn,  and  that 
*^  I  had  the  honour  to  be  appointed  the 
'^  second  in  command." 

Imogen  turned  pale. 

''  To  leave  thee  behind  me  is  impossi- 
*'  ble;  and  the  only  plan  left  me  to  pur- 
"  sue  is  such  as  my  heart,  and  probably 
*^  thy  courage,  will  shrink  from  encoun- 
''  tering-/' 

**  Give  peace  to  thine  own  heart,  and 
"  fear  not  my  courage,  my  lord,"  said 
Imogen  firmly. 

*'  Well  then,  my  sweet  heroine,"  said 
the  count  with  a  melancholy  smile,  *^  I 
'*  was  thinking,  that,  as  the  route  of  the 
"  convoy  lies  for  a  considerable  way  along 
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"  the  hidi  road  to  Guise,  to  send  you  in 
*■*  a  litter,  under  its  escort,  so  far  on  your 
'^'  way,  and  to  consign  you  to  the  care  of 
"  my  most  trusty  servants  and  esquire  for 
*•'  the  rest  of  your  journey." 

'*  ]My  dear  sir,"  said  Imogen,  with  a 
sigh,  *'  to  deliberate  would  be  vain^  where 
*'  there  is  no  alternative.  The  hazard  of 
**  such  an  enterprize  will  be^  doubtless, 
''  infinitely  less  than  our  mutual  fears  will 
"  be  apt  to  imagine;  and  to  encounter  a 
''  probable  risk  is  at  least  preferable  to 
*'  awaiting  a  certain  danger.  For  my 
*'  own  part,  I  have  no  fears  but  what  a 
'^  separation  from  you  awaken." 

**  Sweet  child  !"  said  the  count,  rather 
apostrophizing  than  addressing  her,  "^  and 
'*  innocent  as  sweet!  thou  knowest  not 
"  that  woman,  lovely  helpless  woman,  in 
"junctures  such  as  these,  is  surrounded 
"  by  dangers  whose  cause  lives  within 
''  herself.*' 

''  Do  you  then  think  our  scheme  a  ha- 
"  zardous  one  ?"  demanded  Imogen. 
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''  The  king/'  replied  the  count,  "  will 
''  not  act  wilii  his  accustomed  vigour  and 
"^  prevoyance,  if  he  suffers  us  to  gain  the 
*'  town  unmolested  :  and  should  an  en- 
"  gagement  take  place — " 

*^  You,  my  father  will  be  exposed  to 
'*  imminent  dangers  ;  and  what  then  be- 
'*  comes  of  the  unfortunate  Imogen  !" 

"  My  beloved  child!"  said  the  count, 
drying  her  tears,  then  steeping  the  hand- 
kerchief in  his  own,  "forgive  me,  it,  with 
"  less  heroism  than  thou  pos^essest,  I 
''  have  suffered  my  tender  apprehensions 
'^  for  thee  to  get  the  beltei"  of  n\y  judg- 
•'  ment:  it  is,  doubtless,  my  solicitude  for 
''  thy  safety  which  has  sketched  out  ideal 
"  terrors,  and  tormented  my  heart  with 
"  self- created  evils,  which  may  never  be 
*'  realized." 

"  In  that  belief,"  said  Imogen,  with  a 
faiiit  smile,  "  let  our  hopes  for  the  present 
*'  repose  " 

The  count  then  talked  with  more  com- 
posure of  their  intended  expedition.  Imo- 
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gen's  litter  was  to  be  placed  near  the  cen- 
tre of  the  convoy,  where  the  count's  com- 
niand  would  chiefly  lie.     Her  packet  from 
the  canoness  to  madame  de  Rosemontand 
the  chevalier  de  Sorvillc,  with  her  father's 
papers,  were  to  be  instantly  dispatched  to 
the  latter  ;  and  Imogen,  when  she  arrived 
at  the  duchess  de  Guise's,  was  to  write  to 
the  abbess  of  St,  Dominick  and  the  lady 
Magdelaine    de    MontmoreM,    informing 
them  of  the  discovery  of  her  parents,  to 
thank  them  for  their  attention,  and  to  send 
a  magnificent  present  to  the  former,  as  a 
gratuity  for  the  support  afforded  her  from 
her  earliest  years  by  the  convent. 

For  this  and  every  other  purpose  her 
rank  in  life  and  situation  at  the  hotel  de 
Guise  might  require^  the  count  was  to 
send  an  unlimited  order  to  his  banker  at 
Paris,  to  supply  her  with  whatever  sums 
of  money  she  might  demand.  Then,  ob- 
serving that  a  cloud  still  hung  over  the 
spirits  of  his  daughter^  he  proposed,  to 
amuse  her,  that  they  should  adjourn  to  the 
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outer  division  of  the  tent,  to  take  a  ^jew 
of  the  camp  without  being  seen. 

Imoi^cn,  ever  alive  to  the  pleasure  a 
novel  spectacle  affords  to  a  younj^*  mind, 
delightedly  assented.  The  count  fondly 
drew  her  arm  through  his  own,  and  passed 
on  to  what  might  be  called  the  anti-cham- 
ber of  the  tent;  then,  partly  concealing 
themselves  behind  the  drapery  of  the  scar- 
let curtain*  which  shaded  its  entrance,  a 
scene  equally  animated  and  interesting 
presented  itself  to  their  view. 

The  sun  was  setting  in  cloudless  splen- 
dor. Over  the  plain^  where  the  camp 
extended  to  a  considerable  distance,  the 
arms  of  the  soldiery  glittered  to  its  beams  ; 
the  unfurled  banners,  gently  agitated  by 
the  evening  breeze^  glowed  with  its  de- 
parting   blushes ;    the   gaudy    streamers. 


•  Nothing-  could  be  more  splendid  than  liie  camp 
of  the  Leaguers:  the  luxury  and  ease  in  which  the 
duke  de  Mayenne  revelled  in  the  midst  of  his  army 
did  not  escape  the  sportite  raillery  of  the  witty  king. 
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which  distinguished  the  tents  of  the  officer 
from  the  subaltern,  caught  the  warm  re- 
flection ;  and  the  flood  of  crimson  h'ght 
which  flowed  from  the  west  imbued  every 
object  with  its  rich  and  mellow  tints. — 
The  splendid  armour  of  the  warrior  chief, 
his  snowy  plumage  and  flowing  mantle, 
as  he  leaned  on  his  glittering  falchion^  or 
with  haughty  strides  traced  the  accustomed 
rounds,  gave  to  his  manly  form  that  chi- 
valrous air  of  dauntless  valour,  which  the 
magic  illusion  of  romance  sheds  on  the 
hero  of  its  own  creation.  The  soldiers 
under  arms  w'ere  going  through  their  ac- 
customed evolutions,  while  the  troops  not 
on  immediate  duty  were  scattered  in  va- 
rious groups  through  the  intersected  ave- 
nues formed  by  their  tents.  Some^  leaa- 
ing  on  their  lances,  seemed  to  betray  the 
heat  of  the  argument  they  discussed  by 
the  vivacity  of  their  gestures  ;  some  were 
staking  their  newly-gained  spoil  at  quoits ; 
and  others,  lolling  before  their  tents, 
hummed  their  provincial   songs,  or  sent 
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back  their  pensive  thought  to  the  beloved 
and  peaceful  home  of  their  youth  ;  while 
the  air  of  gay-hearted  hilarity  which  was 
distinguishable  in  the  countenance  and 
gestures  of  the  French  troops,  formed  a 
lively  contrast  to  the  solemn  deportment 
and  Moorish  gravity  that  marked  the  ap- 
pearance of  the  Spanish  soldiery.  The 
trumpet's  shrill  blast,  the  drum's  deep- 
toned  beat,  and  the  confused  murmur  of 
many  thousand  voices  ascending  on  the 
air,  with  the  martial  music  of  the  various 
military  bands;  all  the^e  intermingling 
sounds,  so  appropriate  to  the  scene^  gave 
it  the  last  finish  ;  and  to  the  vivid  and  ro- 
mantic fancy  of  the  young  spectatress  it 
appeared  rather  as  a  splendid  effort  of 
fairy  conjuration,  than  a  spectacle  of  real 
existence. 

The  count  watched,  with  delighted  sa- 
tisfaction, those  traits  of  natural  and  lively 
emotion  which  gradually  betrayed  them- 
selves on  the  animated  countenance  of  his 
daughter.      "  All,"    said    he    mentally. 
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^'  sweet  child  of  nature,  is  pleasing  to  thee, 
'^  because  all  is  new :  O  youth^  what  a 
*"*  season  of  deliglil  is  thine!" 

The  curiosity  and  pleasure  of  Imogen 
seemed  inca[)able  of  satiety  ;  and  she  gazed 
on  the  busy  scene  before  her,  till  the  sun 
sent  no  dying  beam  to  the  horizon,  and 
the  shadows  of  night  floated  in  grey  va- 
pours on  the  plain,  involving  every  object 
in  its  undistinguishing  hue:  already  the 
watch-fires  glimmered  with  dusky  flame 
through  [the  curling  mists;  and  through 
the  waving  drapery  of  the  tents,  the  illu- 
minations within  flung  their  broken 
light;  while  the  gaudy  crowd,  which  late- 
ly strewed  the  plain,  retired  to  snatch  such 
temporary  rest  as  the  uncertain  destiny  of 
war  permits ;  all  but  the  night-watch, 
whose  heavy  pacing  step  vibrated  along 
the  allotted  round,  mingling  their  fainter 
echoes  with  their  armours'  clanking 
sounds^  the  chargers*  hollow  neighings, 
and  the  drum's  last  order  of  retreat.  Then 
all  was  still,  and  silence  hung  upon  the 
death  of  every  sound. 
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From  tliis  scene  of  interest  the  solici- 
tude of  the  count  for  the  health  of  his 
daughter  obliged  her  to  retire:  they  re- 
turned to  the  interior  of  the  tent,  which 
was  lit  up  :  and  while  they  refreshed  them- 
selves wifli  fruit  and  some  light  wine,  the 
count  informed  his  daughter^  that  he  should 
write  that  night  to  the  chevalier  de  Sor- 
ville,  in  order  to  bring  hrm  to  the  camp, 
that  he  might  inform  him  himself  of  the 
happiness  he  enjoyed  in  the  recovery  of 
his  child^  whose  loss  the  chevalier  almost 
equally  lamented  with  her  father;  and 
that  he  should  also  write  a  letter  to  the 
duchess  de  Guise^  giving  an  abstract  of 
Imogen's  life^  and  the  circumstances  of 
her  recovery. 

''  And  now,  my  child/*  said  the  count, 
with  an  air  serious  and  impressive,  *^  lend 
*'  me,  for  a  few  minutes,  thy  undivided  at- 
'' tention.  He,  who  alone  sees  into  the 
^'  unborn  events  of  futurity,  and  who  holds 
''  in  his  almigl]ty  grasp  the  destinies  which 
''  govern  the  universe,  can  alone  know  the 
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"  result  of  the  hazardous  enterprize  we 
*'  are  now  venturint^-  on.     But,  whatever 
''  may  be   thy  earthly    father's  fate,  thy 
*'  Father  which  is  in  heaven  will,  I  trust, 
'*^  encompass  thee  with  the  shadow  of  his 
*'  win^,  and  guard  thy  life  and  innocence 
'^  for  the  enjoyment  of  happier  years  than 
'*  have  yet  been  thiiie.    Nay,  hear  me  out, 
"  sweet  Imogen  !  I  would  willingly  believe 
''  that  safety  hovers  round  thee  with  guar- 
*"*  dian  care;  that  thou  wilt  reach  in  per- 
*'  feet  security  the  hospitable  asylum  of 
''  thy  illustrious  protectress ;  and  that  thy 
'''  father,    having  fulfilled  his    duty  as  a 
''  soldier,  shall  soon  be   able  to    gratify 
''  the  feelings  of  the  man  ;  to  retire  from 
''  the  harassing  cares  of  warfare,  and  close 
^'  the  evening  of  a  ston;i(iy  life  in  the  bosom 
''  of  domestic  felicity.     Such  are  the  sug- 
''  gestions  of  hope  and  probability ;  but 
*^  while  there  is  a  possibility  of  the  re- 
"  verse,  let  us  at  least  endeavour  to  pro- 
''  vide  against  those  conjunctures  it  may 
"  not  be  practicable  for  human  power  to 
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''  prevent,  I  may  fail  in  the  attempt  1 
'*  have  undertaken  ;  for  to  deserve  suc- 
"  cess  confers  no  irrefragable  claim  on  its 
"  possession  :  and  you,  who  have  already 
"  been  a  prisoner  to  one  army,  may  be- 
"  come,  under  the  influence  of  war's  un- 
**  certain  fortune,  the  captive  of  another. 
*'  Should  I  fall,  the  chevalier  de  Sorville 
*•  will  claim  you  as  the  daugher  of  his 
''  friend  :  should  I  survive  the  enterprize, 
'^  you  will  need  no  other  champion :  but 
''  this  remember,  should  a  fatal  chance 
*'  throw  you  for  a  time  into  the  hands  of 
*'  the  royalists,  be  not  too  prompt  to  re- 
*'  veal  your  rank  and  name ;  for  high  in 
*'  the  royal  army  stands  the  betrothed  hus- 
*'  band  of  your  mother,  the  deadly  enemy 
"  of  your  father,  the  baron  de  Montargis. 
"  Thy  second  loss,  like  the  first,  would  a f- 
''  ford  a  triumph  to  his  malice,  and  might 
"  retard  thy  liberation  -,  or,  by  promoting 
''  it,  render  thy  father  the  debtor  of  him 
*'  to  whom  he  would  scorn  to  owe  a  less 
*'  consequent  obligation.     Not   only    the 
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*^  baron,  but  his  son,  now  advanced  in  the 
*'  bloom  of  manhood,  basks  in  the  sunshine 
"  of  courtly  favour  :  the  tie  of  interest 
'*  alone  unites  Henry  to  the  father,  but  it 
"  is  supposed  the  stronger  bond  of  sym- 
*'  pathy  draws  his  royal  favour  towards  the 
''  son  :  for  the  king  affects  to  admire  ro- 
''  mantic  heroism  in  the  field,  and  ro- 
^^  mantic  sentiments  in  the  closet;  and 
"  the  younger  de  jMontargis  either  alTecIs 
''  or  possesses  both.  He  has  already  been 
*'  involved  in  a  dangerous  adventure, 
*'  which  led  him  into  the  heart  of  our  camp, 
''  from  which  he  narrowly  escaped;  and 
'^  tlie  king^  instead  of  reprimanding  his 
''  boyish  imprudence,  has  recompensed 
"  with  knighthood  and  military  command 
''  what  he  deems  his  dauntless  valour, 
"  From  the  power  of  the  cold-iron  heart- 
**  ed  de  Montargis,  and  his  self-sufficient 
^'  and  inflated  boy,  may  heaven  guard 
**  and  preserve  my  child!" 

Imogen's  spirits  were  sunk  even  to  tears 
by  the  apprehensions   her    father's  con- 

VOL.   II.  E 
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sation  awakened,    and  she    wept    in  si- 
lence on  his  shoulder. 

"  Nay^  beloved/'  said  he^  tenderly 
pressing  her  to  his  hearty  ''  I  feel  that  it 
"  is  but  a  timid  excess  of  affection  that 
*'  tinges  my  foreboding  thoughts  with  the 
*'  sad  gloom  of  apprehension." 

"  And,  I  trust,  but  the  timid  excess  of 
*^  mine/'  said  Imogen,  smiling  through  her 
tears,  '*  that  renders  my  heart  so  much 
*'  alive  to  the  infection  of  your  tender 
'*  fears.  Yet  you  shall  find,  my  lord,  I 
'^  will  not  disgrace  my  doublet  and  hose ; 
'-  and  that  to-morrow  I  shall  catch  a  spark 
**  of  thy  fire,  whose  vital  warmth  shall 
"  diffuse  hope  and  courage  through  every 
"  artery  of  my  heart.'* 

"  Till  that  eventful  to-morrow/'  said 
the  count,  embracing  her,  '^  repose  in 
"  peace ;  for  the  fatigues  thou  must  un- 
*'  dergo  call  for  that  strength  of  frame  and 
"  spirits  the  soft  restorer  of  nature's  wea- 
''  ried  powers  can  best  bestow.*' 

Imogen  then,  al  her  father's  request,  re- 
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tired  to  the  apartment  where  she  had  slept 
the  preceding  night ;  and  where  a  female 
night-dress,  coarse  but  cleanly,  had  been 
provided  for  her^  by  the  woman  who  had 
attended  her  in  the  morning. 

Imogen  sought  not  to  woo  repose  to 
her  pillow  when  she  pressed  it :  the  variety 
and  nature  of  those  reflections  which  agi« 
tated  her  mind  forbade  its  influence:  the 
extraordinary  events  of  the  past  day  still 
recurred  to  her  apprehension ;  the  uncer- 
tain fate  which  hung  upon  the  future  wea- 
ried her  imagination.  Safety  or  danger 
alternately  soothed  or  destroyed  her 
hopes;  and  now  she  beheld  herself  the 
distinguished  guest  of  the  illustrious  du- 
chess de  Guise^  and  now  the  orphan  cap- 
tive of  the  implacable  and  haughty  de 
Montargis.  Then  the  terrors  of  her  sca- 
red fancy  sought  oblivion  in  a  fond  re^ 
currence  to  her  father's  history.  The  ro- 
mantic enthusiasm  of  St.  Dorval,  the  splen- 
did virtues  of  de  Sorville,  the  mild  excel- 
celience,  the  winning  perfections  of  Ju- 
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lia^  alternately  floated  in  her  memory,  nor 
did  the  scenery  of  St.  Dorval  and  de  Mon- 
targis  claim  less  interest  than  the  events 
and  characters  by  which  it  was  animated. 
Provence  and  its  classic  river,  which  the 
eager  eye  of  Imogen  had  so  often  sought 
upon  the  chart  of  France,  and  which  ever 
appeared  to  that  enamoured  eye  as  traced 
in  those  living  characters  which  chemic 
art  designs,  with  a  fire  of  electricity, 
communicating  a  soft  vibration  to  every 
fibre  of  her  heart,  had  been  the  scene  of 
her  parents*  youthful  loves,  the  residence 
of  her  ancestors,  and  probably  would  be 
the  future  home  of  her  life.  The  mention 
of  the  Durance  in  her  father's  manuscript 
had  awakened  the  associating  principle  of 
thought :  and  her  heart  w  ith  logical  ac- 
curacy severed  each  closely-linked  idea; 
till  that  which  occasioned  a  fond  recollec- 
tion of  the  minstrel  filled  her  whole  mind, 
and,  mingling  with  the  steahng  visions  of 
repose,  shed  over  her  slumbers  the  dream 
of  love  and  fancied  bliss. 
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CHAP.     XV. 

A  touch  more  rare  subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 

SliAKSPEARE^ 

As  waves  white-bubbling  over  the  deep  come  swell- 
ing, roaring  on,  as  rocks  meet  roaring  waves,  so  foes 
attacked  and  fought;  man  met  with  man,  and  steel 
with  steel ;  shields  sound  and  warriors  fall :  as  an 
hundred  hammers  on  the  red  son  of  the  furnace,  so 
rose,  so  rung  their  swords. 

OssiAN.— /twg-ff/,  b.  4. 

THE  busy  murmur  of  the  camp  cliased 
the  spirit  of  repose  from  the  pillow  of 
Imogen.  She  arose,  and  was  aheady 
equipped  for  her  journey  when  her  father 
entered  the  apartment  :  the  pale  cheek, 
the  heavy  eye,  betrayed  the  nocturnal  vi- 
gils of  the  count.  With  the  morning*  sa- 
lutation he  gave  his  daughter  a  tender  em- 
brace, and  informed  her  the  convoy  was 
then  drawn  out,  and  the  litter,  which  was 
to  convey  her,  in  readiness. 

To  Imogen  the  laconism  of  his  manner 
betrayed  a  heart  but  ill  at  ease^  for  ex- 
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treme  anxiety  is  seldom  loquacious.  Hav- 
ing forced  her  to  take  some  refreshment, 
he  led  her  to  the  entrance  of  the  tent, 
close  to  which  stood  a  small  litter  drawn 
by  four  horses,  and  surrounded  by  four  of 
the  count's  domestics  in  military  habits. 
The  count  again  in  great  emotion  em- 
braced his  child,  gave  her  a  tender  but 
faint  benediction,  placed  her  in  the  litter, 
and,  mounting  a  fierce  charger,  himself 
led  the  way  to  the  convoy,  which  was  on 
the  point  of  marching.  The  litter  was 
placed  in  the  centre  of  the  ammunition- 
waggons  :  the  count,  at  the  head  of  his 
troop,  rode  at  the  distance  of  a  few  paces 
from  it.  The  heart  of  Imogen  throbbed 
with  violence;  her  eye,  which  would  have 
sought  the  comfort  of  her  father's  pre- 
sence, shrunk  from  the  inquisitive  gaze  of 
every  curious  spectator.  The  trumpet's 
shrill  blast  echoed  alongthe  extended  line ; 
the  word  of  command  flew  from  rank  to 
rank :  in  an  instant  the  whole  body  was 
in  motion. 
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It  proceeded  for  some  leagues  in  that 
careless  security  the  sanguine  hope  of 
success  inspired  :  already  the  beaming 
spires  of  Laon  flash  on  their  eyes  ;  already 
the  banners  of  the  League  appear  to  float 
on  its  ramparts.  These  objects,  whether 
real  or  imaginary,  stimulate  their  exertion, 
and  change  expectation  into  certainty: 
while,  triumphing  in  their  nearly-realized 
and  hazardous  project,  they  reach  the 
wood  which  lies  half-way  between  the  fo- 
rests of  La  Fere  and  Laon,  the  most  cri- 
tical point  on  their  route;  and  the  count 
beholds  at  a  trivial  distance  the  road  where 
his  daughter's  equipage  separates  from 
the  convoy,  and  proceeds,  without  the  ap- 
prehension of  danger,  to  the  town  of  Guise; 
when  lo  !  the  sudden  signal  of  alarm  blown 
by  the  war- horn  vibrates  from  the  ad- 
vanced guard  along  the  line,  and  rouses 
the  inflated  warriors  to  a  variety  of  mo- 
tion and  energetic  effort;  the  hauberk 
suddenly  raised,  the  spear  as  swiftly 
pointed,    the   lance   boldly  couched,  the 
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clash  of  arms  resounding  on  every  side  ! 
From  tlie  chief  in  command  the  deep- 
toned  war  voice  thunders  its  orders;  his 
i^ubaltcrns  give  it  endless  echo :  every  fea- 
ture of  alarm,  eagerness,  and  exertion, 
burst  around^  like  so  many  refractions  of 
light  from  the  dusky  surface  of  a  flint. 
The  vivacity  of  the  youthful  warriors, 
rushing  impetuously  to  the  charge,  is 
scarcely  repressed  by  the  veteran's  scan- 
ning look  of  cool  experience:  young  velo- 
city scarcely  rivals  ancient  vigour  in  exer- 
tions of  nervous  energy  :  while,  amidst  this 
scene  of  wild  and  furious  tumult,  one  soul 
seems  to  impel  and  animate  the  whole, — 
eager  anxiety  to  engage,  with  due  subor- 
dination to  supreme  command. 

The  escort  of  the  convoy  now  halt  to 
receive  and  oppose  the  furious  charge 
made  on  it  by  a  considerable  detachment 
of  the  royal  army,  headed  by  the  gallant 
duke  de  Biron.  The  attack  is  made  and 
sustained  with  equal  fury.  Already  the 
cavalry  are  forced  to  retreat  to  the  sides 
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of  the  waggons ;  and  the  onset  made  by 
the  royalists  on  the  infantry   ii  so  over- 
whelming, that,   unable   to  resist  the  tor- 
rent, they  seek  temporary  shelter  amidst 
the  carts  which   convey  the  ammunition. 
jMeantime  the  Spanish   battalion,  despe- 
rate from  the  dilemma  to  which  the  horse 
and  foot  are  reduced,  rushed  madly   for- 
ward with  an  attack  so  vigorous,  that  the 
royalists,  discomfited,   begin  to  retreat  in 
confusion  and  disniay.     It  is  then  that  the 
noble  duke  de  Biron,  with  all  the  spirit  of 
heroic  ardour,  commands  a  hundred  e'en- 
tleman    of  illustrious  birth,  who  had  ac- 
companied him,  to  alight,  arm  themselves 
with  pistols,  and  fight  hand  to  hand  ! — 
From  that  moment  tlie  combat  raaes  with 
a  fury  that  mocks  the  order  of  discipline. 
Chief  grapples  with  chief;  and  the  sub- 
altern, twining   his  arms  round  those  of 
his  opponent,  shares  with  him  the  same 
glorious  grave.     The  French  fire  at  last 
subdues  the  Spanish  firmness  :  the  escort 
gives  way  on  every  side,  and  (lies  in  every, 
E  2 
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direction  ;  the  victors  pursue  them  with 
desolating  fury,  and  sulTcr  but  a  few  to 
return  to  their  camp,  the  sad  historians  of 
their  dire  defeat;  then,  having  sated  their 
vengeance  on  the  enemy,  take  charge  of 
the  prisoners,  and,  laden  with  spoil,  pro- 
visions, and  ammunition,  return  in  triumph 
to  the  royal  army. 

Among  the  sad  and  various  pictures  of 
human  suffering  which  this  scene  of  car- 
nage and  desolation  presented,  the  most 
affective  was  that  which  the  situation  of 
the  count  St.  Dorval  and  his  daughter  af- 
forded. On  the  first  alarm  the  count  rode 
up  to  the  litter,  and,  in  a  tone  of  voice  he 
meant  should  be  inspiriting,  attempted  to 
soothe  those  apprehensions  in  the  timid 
bosom  of  his  daughter,  which  on  her  ac- 
count he  could  not  extinguish  in  his  own. 
Then,  called  on  to  lead  his  troops,  with  a 
look  of  agony  he  returned  the  heart- 
breaking glance  of  Imogen  ;  who  now^ 
lost  to  every  sense  but  that  which  general 
terror  and  apprehension  for  her  father  in- 
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spired,  gazed  on  the  scene  of  horror  and 
tumult  before  her,  under  the  influence  of 
a  dreadful  suspense  less  supportable  thaa 
the  most  fatal  certainty.  Meantime  the 
combat  became  every  moment  more  fierce, 
more  des-perate. 

The  count  fought,  almost  beneath  (he 
eye  of  his  shuddering  daughter,  with  the 
dauntless  valour  of  heroic  youth,  tempered 
by  the  cool  sagacity  of  a  veteran  ;  and  sti- 
mulated to  exertion  almost  more  than  hu- 
man by  his  own  private  interest,  in  addi- 
tion to  his  ardour  for  the  common  cause  in 
which  he  embarked.  It  was  the  various 
feelings  of  the  father,  the  man,  the  soldier, 
that  combined  their  influence,  nerved  his 
arm,  and  gave  force  and  vigour  to  every 
exertion.  The  eye  of  the  almost-breath* 
less  Imogen  still  pursues  the  rapid  light- 
ning of  his  brandished  sword  :  amidst  the 
general  uproar  his  form  only  presents  it- 
self, his  voice  only  vibrates  on  her  ear, 
every  emotion  of  her  beating  heart  is  con- 
densed into  the  one  overwhelming  appre- 
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liension  for  his  safety.  She  beholds  him 
carried  away  by  the  disorder  of  the  troops 
from  that  station  afTection  had  fixed  near 
her  litter;  she  sees  him  sustain  a  variety  of 
attacks;  she  sees  his  liclinct  cleft  ia 
twain  ;  she  beholds  a  cavalier  single  him 
out  with  savage  ferocity,  at  the  moment 
that  his  troop  with  the  rest  (]y  in  dis- 
order; his  horse,  covered  with  wounds, 
sinks  beneath  him  ;  his  opponent  joins  in 
the  pursuit :  the  count,  on  foot  and  wound- 
ed, totters  towards  the  litter;  then,  faint 
"with  loss  of  blood,,  sinks  beside  it,  while 
two  soldiers  advance  freely  towards  the 
prostrate  hero  with  looks  of  desperation 
and  brandished  spears. 

At  that  moment  the  woman's  heart  of 
Imogen  ceases  to  tremble.  She  springs 
from  the  litter  ;  the  aftcctions  of  that  warm 
heart,  stimulated  by  filial  duty,  worked  on 
by  tenderness,  compassion,  and  appre- 
hension, for  its  object,  brace  every  nerve 
with  a  strength  that  mocks  the  timid  cal- 
culation of  danger,  and  braves  the  form 
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of  peril  in  its  most  dreadful  aspect !  She 
flings  herself  beside  her  father;  and,  willi 
her  outstretched  arms,  forms  around  him 
a  shield  consecrated  by  nature.  The  sol- 
diers brutally  attempt  to  tear  her  from  the 
bleeding*  bosom  of  her  parent;  they  suc- 
ceed in  their  saviige  endeavours:  a  shriek 
of  agony  burst  from  her  quivering  lips; 
slic  struggles,  she  pants  ;  her  mind  ceases 
to  be  conscious  of  its  sufferings;  t!ij  iie- 
roism  of  sensibility  is  fled  ;  nature  takes 
its  course ;  she  falls  lifeless  to  the  earth, 
already  strewn  with  the  bodies  of  the 
dead  ! 

A  young  cavalier  of  splendid  appear- 
ance, who  had  viewed  the  singular  scene 
at  some  distance,  as,  disgusted  with  the 
unsatiated  ferocity  of  his  fellow  conquerors, 
he  halted  in  pursuit  of  the  conquered,  now 
rode  up  to  the  soldiers,  and  ordered  them 
at  their  peril  to  take  care  of  the  young 
prisoner  ;  whose  form  alone  betrayed  his 
youth,  for  the  face  of  his  captive  was 
smeared  with  that  blood  which  had  flowed 
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from  a  wound  in  her  arm  she  had  received 
in  her  last  struggle  with  those  who  tore  her 
from  her  father's  breast.  The  cavalier 
was  then  borne  away  by  the  torrent  which 
poured  on  in  pursuit  of  the  vanquished. 

Thrown  in  a  cart  among  the  wounded 
and  the  dying,  Imogen,  after  a  long  sus- 
pension of  every  faculty,  awakened  to  a 
sense  of  her  situation  :  that  sense  was  but 
transitory ;  the  agonies  of  her  mind,  toge- 
ther with  that  of  her  wound,  plunged  her 
acrain  into  all  the  oblivion  of  total  insensi- 
bility,  and  one  fainting  fit  succeeded  ano- 
ther until  they  reached  the  royal  camp. 

It  was  in  a  large  tent,  and  stretched  on 
a  straw  mattress,  that  perfect  conscious- 
ness of  the  late  events  and  her  present  si- 
tuation was  restored  to  her.  The  groans 
of  the  wounded  soldiers  who  lay  round 
her  vibrated  in  her  ears.  She  raised  her 
languid  eyes,  and  beheld  the  suffering 
wretches  attended  by  a  grave  formal-look- 
ing man ;  who,  regardless  of  the  impa- 
tient supplications  of  agony,  with  a  cold. 
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deliberate,  and  unfeeling  air,  went  through 
the  discharge  of  his  duty  professionally 
methodical.  Imogen  was  the  last  to  share 
his  attention.  He  raised  her  arms  ;  and, 
after  having  slightly  examined  the  wound, 
with  a  supercilious  smile,  turned  to  a  hag 
of  wizard-like  appearance,  who  followed 
him,  and  exclaimed  :  ''  Dame,  iiere  is  room 
''  for  your  skill ;  apply  some  of  }/our  sim- 
*'  pies  to  ihis  young  cavalier's  scratch.** 
Then,  with  an  air  of  careless  indifference, 
he  left  the  tent.  The  old  sybil  roughly 
seized  the  bleeding  arm  of  the  invalid; 
and,  fixing  her  ghastly  eyes  on  the  shud- 
dering form  of  the  prisoner,  with  a  loud 
laugh  exclaimed  :  ''  Marry,  forsooth,  a 
*'  pretty  valiant  cavalier  truly,  to  faint 
*'  with  the  scratch  of  a  pin  !  Why,  sir 
'^  knight  of  the  fairies^,  thou  should'st  never 
*'  have  come  within  arm's  length  of  thy 
'*  lady-mother's  bodkin.  Mass!  thou  wert 
''  a  rare  gentleman  to  leave  thy  nurse's 
*'  arms,  and  come  a  soldiering.  An*  the 
*'  duke  de  Guise  has  no  stouter  swordmen 
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''  than  thee,  our  good  king*  might  win  his 
"  whole  army  with  a  handful  of  sweet- 
^' meats." 

During  this  curious  (and,  from  her  dia- 
lect^ almost  unintellijjjble)  harangue^  she 
was  busied  in  applying,  simples^  and  tying 
up  the  arm  of  her  patient.  She  then, 
humming  an  ohl  bullad,  left  the  tent. 
The  agony  of  bodily  suflferirig  soon  lulled 
the  companions  of  Imogen  into  a  torpor 
that  resembled  sleep :  Imogen's  deeper 
wounds  were  of  the  heart,  and  bled  in 
anguish  over  the  doubtful  fate  of  her  un- 
fortunate father.  Still  he  appeared  to  her 
eye,  as  it  had  last  beheld  him,  prostrate 
on  the  earth,  the  blood  gushing  from  his 
breast,  the  grey  locks  of  his  uncovered 
head  bathed  in  the  vital  stream,  the  torture 
of  his  mind  distorting  every  feature,  as, 
with  a  feeble  arm,  he  endeavoured  to  with- 
hold his  child  from  the  grasp  of  violation, 
then  overpowered  sank  lifeless  on  the 
earth.  In  all  the  frenzy  of  grief  such  a 
recollection    was    calculated    to    inspire^ 
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Imogen  started  from  her  straw-bed  ;  and 
paced  the  narrow  limits  of  her  tent  with  a 
hurried  step,  wliose  echo  caui^ht  the  at- 
tention of  the  sentinel  without.  ''  Why, 
^'  monsieur,"  said  he,  looking  in  on  her, 
'*  for  aught  I  see,  there  is  no  use  in  keep- 
''  ing  you  in  the  hospital  who  are  so  light 
^'  of  foot,  and  keeping  others  out  in  the 
''  open  air  who  are  not  able  to  crawl. 
'^  Here,  monsieur,"  addressing  the  Ser- 
jeant of  the  guard,  '*  pray  cast  an  eye 
'^  upon  this  parti-coloured  cavalier,  who 
"  looks  more  like  a  charlatan  than  a  sol- 
*'  dier.  Mort  dc  ma  vie !  you  succour  a 
*'  town  blocked  up  by  our  glorious  king! 
*'  I  wot  thou  sliould'st  have  stayed  with 
"  thy  boy-general,  the  little  duke,  and 
''  helped  him  to  whip  tops  and  play  at 
*'  quoits.  Sacre  Dieu  !  you  victual  a 
town  !" 

"  Why,  this  is  the  minstrel-like  youth/' 
said  the  serjeant,  gazing  on  Imogen  with 
a  look  of  recognizance,  ''  who  got  between 
''  us  and  the  rebel  count  St.  Dorval.     I 
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*'  trow,  we  had  made  hlrn  pay  for  his  in- 
**  terfering',  but  for  our  colouel,  who  gave 
*'  us  some  kind  of  charge  about  him  ;  and 
"  so  we  had  the,  humanity  to  spare  his 
*'  life^  and  fling  him  into  a  cart  with  the 
*'  killed  and  wounded." 

Imogen,  in  whom  the  power  of  articu- 
lation seemed  wholly  suspended,  now  raised 
her  timid  eyes,  and  in  a  voice  faint  and 
indistinct  said : 

"  Will  you  suffer  me,  monsieur,  to  ask 
"  one  question  ?" 

*'  Let  it  be  a  brief  one  then,**  said  the 
Serjeant  bluntly. 

'*  Did  the  count  de  St.  Dorval  survive 
''  your  attack  ?" 

The  Serjeant  with  a  malicious  smile  turn- 
ed upon  his  heel,  and,  calling  out  to  a  sol- 
dier underarms,  bade  him  take  charge  of 
that  prisoner,  and  conduct  him  to  the  next 
tent  on  the  left,  where  the  last  prisoner  had 
died  of  his  wounds ;  then,  roughly  seizing 
her  by  the  arm,  pushed  her  forward. 

Imogen,  unresisting,  faint,   and  trem- 
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bling,  followed  the  soldier ;  and,  eagerly 
shunning  the  gaze  of  unfeeling  curiosity 
her  singular  appearance  attracted,  raised 
not  her  eyes  till  she  reached  the  place  of 
her  destination.  It  was  a  small  tent,  fur- 
nished with  a  mattress^  table^  chair,  mir- 
ror, and  a  few  other  articles,  such  as  spoke 
its  late  occupant  to  be  a  prisoner  of  no  mean 
rank ;  and  Imogen  doubted  not  but  she 
owed  the  comparative  comfort  of  her  pre- 
sent habitation  to  the  interest  she  had 
awakened  in  the  bosom  of  the  superior 
officer  alluded  to  by  the  serjeant,  but  of 
whose  humane  interferenee  in  her  favour 
she  had  not,  amidst  the  horrors  and  tu- 
mults of  the  scene,  retained  the  faintest 
recollection  :  and  supposing  the  serjeant 
had  followed  her,  she  turned  round  to  en- 
quire intoa  circumstance  that  at  once  awa- 
kened hope  and  gratitude,  when  she  per- 
ceived he  was  gone.  She  then  advanced 
to  the  door  of  the  tent,  and  attempted  to 
address  the  sentinel  who  paced  with  mea- 
sured step  without  it;  but,  rudely  inter- 
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rupting  lier,  he  pointed  his  bayonet  as  if 
to  prevent  her  advancin*^,  and  told  her  he 
had  received  orders  to  hold  no  parley  with 
a  prisoner  and  a  rebel. 

Imogen,  who  now  felt  herself  cut  off 
from  every  species  of  communication,^ 
obliged  to  stifle  every  emotion  of  anxiety, 
suspense,  and  curiosity,  turned  back  de- 
sponding; and  measured  the  limits  of  her 
little  prison  with  a  quick  and  uneven  step 
that  betrayed  the  perturbation  of  her  mind, 
and  the  variety  of  agonizing  reflections 
that  wearied  it.  The  uncertainty  of  her 
own  fate,  the  still-stronger  apprehensions 
she  entertained  for  that  of  her  father,  gave 
rise  to  a  train  of  painful  cogitations,  which 
the  high  colouring  of  imagination  exag- 
gerated beyond  every  power  of  patient  en- 
durance To  the  agony  of  her  mind  was 
added  no  inconsiderable  degree  of  bodily 
pain;  and  she  had  suflered  so  much  from 
heat  and  thirst,  that,  totally  overcome,  she 
■was  on  the  point  of  failing  to  the  earth, 
when  she  observed  a  small  jar  of  fresh 
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water  lying  near  her.  She  eagerly  seized 
and  carried  it  to  her  parched  lips,  and  felt 
as  if  she  inhaled  a  new  sense  of  existence 
-with  the  refreshing  draught.  As  she  laid 
down  the  vessel,  her  eye  glanced  on  the 
mirror :  she  shuddered  as  she  contem- 
plated the  figure  it  reflected  to  her  gaze. 
Her  long  hair  loose  and  dishevelled  hung 
wildly  over  her  neck  and  shoulders;  the 
ashy  hue  of  death  paled  her  cheeky  whose 
whiteness  was  rendered  more  conspicuous 
from  the  crimson  drops  that  stained  it; 
while  her  outer  garment,  torn  and  disfi- 
gured^ hut  ill  concealed  the  page's  light 
garb  she  wore  beneath  it. 

Struck  with  horror  at  her  own  ghastly 
^d  singular  appearance,  she  bathed  her 
face  with  what  water  was  left,  disentan- 
gled her  tresses,  and  bound  them  round 
her  head,  and  disencumbered  herself  from 
the  torn  fragments  of  her  upper  garment. 
Revived  by  this  little  personal  attention, 
she  continued  with  renovated  strength  to 
pursue  her  locomotive  reflections  till  the 
darkness  of  night  hung  over  the  camp; 
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then  overcome  with  bodily  paiji,  and 
wearied  by  those  conflicts  of  mind^  the 
struggles  of  her  hopes  and  apprehensions, 
and  her  doubts  and  fears,  awakened,  she 
flung  herself  on  the  mattress,  and  ex- 
hausted nature  bowed  to  the  soft  influence 
of  obliviating  rest. 


CHAP.    XVZ. 

Vi  conosco  amatc  stelle 
A  quei  palpiti  d'amore 
Che  svogliate  nel  mio  sen, 
Non  m'jngauno;  siete  quelle 
N'ho  i'immagine  nel  core, 
Ne  sareste  cosi  belle 
Se  Bon  foste  del  mio  ben'. 

Metastasio. 

THAT  restoration,  which  ever  attends 
on  the  repose  of  innocence,  shed  its  balm 
on  the  wounded  mind,  the  debilitated 
frame,  of  Imogen,  and,  [united  with  the 
native  excellence  of  her  constitution  to 
breathe  renovation  on  every  sense,  and 
restore   that    elasticity   of    spirits  which 
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with  the  youiii^  and  sanguine  suffers  but  a 
temporary  suspension.       The  morning's 
cheery  light  seemed  to  dispel  the  gloomy 
visions  of  her  mind,  with  an  effect  similar 
to  that  produced  by  its  return  on  the  na- 
tural world  j   and    the   sun,  as   it   shone 
through  the  curtain  entrance  of  the  tent, 
kissed  with  its  warm  beam  a  cheek  on  whose 
polished  surface  the  rose  of  health  again 
faintly  blushed  its  return.     Her  mind,  re- 
stored in  some  degree  to  its  strength  of 
tone,  busied  itself  in  separating  her  ideas 
from  the  confusion  which  amazement,  re- 
cent horror,  and  overwhelming  emotion, 
were  calculated  to  inspire;   and  hope  re- 
illumined  its  vestal  flame  in  a  bosom  where 
nature  seemed  determined  despair  should 
ever  despair  of  seizing ;  for  it  was  a  bo«om 
organized  for  the  reception  of  every  sweet 
and  joyous  feeling,  and  glowing  with  that 
genial  warmth  which  nourishes  every  germ 
of  happiness  to  maturity,  and  considers 
even  the  cloud  of  affliction  as  the  tran- 
sient precursor  of  future  bliss. 
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Imogen  had  scarcely  risen  from  her  pil- 
low, when  the  sentinel  who  patrolled  be- 
fore the  tent  looked  in  upon  her.  She  ob- 
served her  guard  had  been  changed  during 
the  night,  and  from  the  countenance  of 
the  soldier  she  believed  the  change  would 
be  in  her  favour ;  or  probably  she  was  dis- 
posed to  see  every  thing  in  a  more  grate- 
ful light  than  the  preceding  evening. 

''  Ah,  my  young  sir  knight !"  exclaimed 
the  sentinel  as  she  approached  him  :  ^'  why 
''  truly,  if  sleep  were  a  banquet,  thou  hast 
''  fared  rarely  -,  for  I  have  watched  thee 
*'  since  the  first  cock  crew,  and  by  my 
'^  holy  rood  thou  hast  slept  it  out  like  a 
"  prince.  I  warrant  thee,  thou  art  ready 
''  for  a  slice  of  our  black  bread,  and  a 
''  pipkin  of  Rhenish  wine  would  not  long 
"  lie  in  thy  way.  Well,  thou  look*st  a 
"  puny  little  soul,  and  thou  shalt  share 
"  my  mess  willingly :  for  else  till  the  mid- 
"  day  watch  is  relieved  thy  appetite  must 
."  keep  cool." 

Imogen,  with  all  that  ardor  of  hope  so 
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easily  awakened  in  the  heart  of  the  young 
and  unhappy,  fancied  she  read  in  the  ap- 
parent courtesy  of  her  guard  a  prelude  to 
more  material  services.  ''  I  am  most 
*'  grateful  to  thee,  my  good  friend/'  said 
she,  "  for  thy  kind  oiler,  though  I  feci  no 
*'  inclination  at  present  io  avail  myself  of 
*'  it;  yet  it  emboldens  me  to  consider  thee 
"  as  one  who  in  compassionating  my  situa- 
"  tion  may  be  inclined  to  relieve  it.*' 

"  Thou  art  right,"  s^aid  the  soldier  blunt- 
ly; "as  far  as  p  itj/ in  g  ihee  and  sharing 
*'  my  mess  with  thee  goes,  I  am  thy  man." 

"And  no  more.'"  demanded  Imogen 
despondingly. 

*'  Thou  darcst  not  ask  more,"  returned 
tlie  sentinel:  ''  for,  though  thou  art  thy- 
''  self  a  little  traitor  to  thy  king,  tiiou 
"  darest  not  tamper  witli  the  fidelity  of  a 
"  soldier  who  has  the  honour  to  serve  un- 
«'  der  him,  and  the  grace  to  love  him  next 
"  to  his  lieaveiily  commander." 

Imogen,  who,  though  she  severely  felt 
the  disappointment  of  her  vague  and  san- 
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guine  expectations  in  the  stern  fidelity  of 
her  guard,  yet^  with  the  liberality  of  a 
superior  mind^  reverenced  that  virtue  by 
which  she  was  a  sufferer. 

''  I  do  not  wish  to  corrupt  thy  honour/' 
said  she,  "  but  to  interest  thy  compassion, 
''  I  am  not  so  ignorant  as  to  believe  my 
**  escape  from  hence  could  be  practicable: 
''  nor  probably,  could  it  be  effected,  would 
'^  it  avail  me,**  she  added  with  a  sigh. 
"  Ignorant  of  the  laws  of  war,  I  would 
''know  the  destiny  that  awaits  me;  I 
"  would  inquire  whether  there  was  a  pos- 
*'  sibility  of  acquainting  my  friends  that  I 
'^  live  and  am  a  prisoner? 

The  soldier,  looking  on  her  with  a  coun- 
tenance in  which  duty  and  compassion 
evidently  struggled,  returned  :  '*  I  have 
*'  already  trespassed  on  my  orders  by  thus 
''  long  holding  parley  with  thee.  I  can 
"'  only  tell  thee  thou  art  in  noble  hands, 
''  for  thou  art  the  prisoner  of  the  haron 
*'  de  AJontargls.'* 

Death  seemed  to  have  hung  his  chillest 
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icicles  on  the  heart  of  Imogen,  as  she 
faintly  repeated,  *'  The  baron  de  Mon- 
''  targis!" 

The  sentinel  returned  to  his  station. 

Imogen  no  longer  walked  with  hurried 
step  under  the  agitating  influence  of  sus- 
pense. She  had  now  every  thing  to  fear, 
and  nothing  to  hope.  In  an  attidude  of 
despondence  she  seated  herself  on  the  side 
of  her  mattress :  her  countenance^  her 
whole  figure^  betrayed  the  silent  torpor  of 
despair ! 

From  this  state  of  sullen  inanity  she  was 
awakened  by  a  guard,  under  the  command 
of  the  Serjeant  she  had  seen  the  night  be- 
fore, who  ordered  her  to  arise  and  accom- 
pany them. 

"Whither?"  faintly  demanded  Inao- 
gen. 

"  To  the  baron  de  Montargis,*'  retorted 
the  Serjeant. 

*'  O  God !"  exclaimed  Imogen  impul- 
sively, and  wringing  her  hands,  while  tears 
filled  her  eyes,  ''  'tis  impossible !  I  cannot, 
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'^  will  not,  go  a  prisoner  into  the  presence 
''  of  a  jMontargis!" 

**  No !"  returned  the  serjeant;  then, 
''  by  my  holy  dame_,  we  will  assist  thee. 
'*  Soldiers,  do  your  duty." 

''  Lead  on  then  !"  said  Imogen  firmly, 
and  disengaging  herself  from  the  grasp  of 
iicr  guards. 

The  fire  which  had  warmed  the  souls  of 
her  illustrious  ancestors  seemed  suddenly 
to  spread  its  flame  through  her  sinking- 
heart;  the  pure  and  noble  blood  that  filled 
her  veins  flowed  with  quicker  circulation  ; 
the  tear  dried  in  her  indignant  eye  ;  her 
soul  was  resolved.  The  last  descendant 
of  the  house  of  St  Dorval,  (hough  a  wo- 
man ^  disdained  to  shrink  from  the  presence 
of  a  baron  de  Montargis.  The  timidity  of 
her  nature  gave  way  to  its  pride:  ''  Lead 
"  on  !"  said  she  firmly  to  the  soldiers  j  and, 
surrounded  by  her  guards  was  conducted 
through  a  considerable  part  of  the  camp 
to  the  tent  of  the  baron  de  Montargis. 

The  rich  scarlet  drapery  which  s-haded 


ST.    DOMIMCK.  125 

its  entrance,  the  banners  that  waved  over 
its  summit,  spoke  the  niilitary  conse- 
quence of  its  owner.  Though  large,  it 
was  wholly  occupied  by  a  crowd  that  wait- 
ed the  orders  of  the  baron,  who  had  that 
day  been  appointed  colonel  of  tiie  king's 
life-guards;  and  Imogen  and  her  guards 
were  detained  for  a  considerable  time  at 
the  entrance,  while  behind  their  robust  and 
brawn V  forms  the  timid  prisoner  sheltered 
herself  from  the  gaze  of  the  passing  mul- 
titude. The  crowd  gradually  dispersed  ; 
and,  only  attended  by  the  serjeant,  she 
was  ordered  to  advance.  The  baron  de 
Montargis  was  writing  at  a  small  table  :  a 
cloke  of  purple  velvet,  thrown  back  from 
the  shoulders,  discovered  the  brilliant  po- 
lish of  his  shining  breast-plate,  and  fell  in 
rich  and  graceful  folds  to  the  ground  ;  the 
dark  plumage  of  liis  helmet  shaded  his  face 
and  added  to  the  lieight  of  a  form  majes- 
tically lofty,  even  though  half-recumbent; 
while  a  young  page  tottered  beneath  the 
weight  of  his  cuirasses  and  sword^  of  which 
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he  seemed  just  to  have  disengaged  himself. 
As  the  profile  of  his  figure  was  only  visi- 
ble, Imogen  raised  her  eyes  to  its  contem- 
plation: then,  letting  them  fall  to  the  earth, 
and  folding  her  arms,  stood  in  proud  and 
silent  expectation  of  the  result  of  this  ex- 
traordinary interview.  No  tear  dewed  the 
feverish  blush  that  burnt  on  her  cheek  ; 
no  sigh  of  apprehension  died  on  her  lip  ^ 
the  heroism  of  pride  and  sensibility  was 
now  wound  up  in  the  bosom  of  St.  Dorval's 
daughter  to  its  last  strained  pitch  j  a  word, 
a  breath,  a  thought,  would  have  been  suf- 
ficient to  destroy  it. 

*'  May  it  please  you,  mon^eigneur," 
said  the  seijeant,  stepping  up  to  the  baron 
with  an  air  meanly  servile,  *'  the  prisoner 
''  you  condescended  to  express  some  inte- 
'^  rest  in,  has,  through  my  interference, 
''  been  treated  wilh  every  mark  of  respect, 
*'  and  now  av«  aits  your  good  leisure.'' 

The  Serjeant  drew  hack,  the  baron  flung 
down  his  pen,  turned  round,  and  having 
for  a  moment  regarded  the  half-averted 
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form  of  Imogen,  said  to  the  serjeant:  ''  I 
*^  tbank  you  for  your  attention  to  my 
''  wishes ;  it  shall  not  go  unrewarded  :  but 
*'  you  may  retire  for  the  present ;  I  would 
''  speak  to  this  youth  alone,*'  The  ser- 
jeant obeyed. 

'*  Speak,"  continued  the  baron,  address- 
ing Imogen,  *^*' young  and  daring  stranger, 
''  who,  thus  habited  in  the  garb  of  peace, 
'^  hast  braved  the  battle's  fiercest  rage,  and 
'^  wooing  danger  in  its  most  dreadful  form, 
*'  didst  rush  between  the  suspended  sword 
^'  of  death  and  the  prostrate  form  of  the 
''  count  St.  Dorval/* 

The  baron  ceased  to  speak  ;  but  no 
dauntless  reply,  consonant  to  the  heroism 
he  alluded  to,  answered  the  interrogation, 

Imogen  raised  her  drooping  head,  yet 
with  difficulty  raised  it ;  the  fire  of  her  eye 
was  extinguished  on  the  snowy  surface  of 
her  cheek  ;  no  vagrant  tint  betrayed  the 
vital  warmth  of  life  -,  her  hand,  pressed  oa 
her  bosom,  seemed  to  heave  with  the  palpi- 
tation of  her  heart ;  her  lips,  the  fair  rivals 
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of  her  bloodless  cheeky  quivered  with  a 
broken  sii^h  ;  and  while  a  glance,  doubt- 
ful, tender,  languid,  and  retiring,  beamed 
from  beneath  the  shadow  of  her  half-raised 
eye-lash,  panting,  faint,  and  trembling, 
she  appeared  like  a  beautiful  personifica- 
tion of  "  Echo  in  love's  soft  sadness  pining- 
into  air."  The  baron  arose;  advanced 
humanely  towards  his  now  almost-hfeless 
prisoner ;  his  eye  of  fire  rolled  in  silence 
over  a  form  touched  with  no  mortal  inte- 
rest; his  heart's  sanguine  tide  rushed  over 
his  manly  cheek,  deserted  again  to  his 
heart,  again  crimsoned  his  face,  and  the 
power  of  articulation  at  last  returned  to 
lips  that  faintly,  tremblingly  ejaculated, 
"  Heavenly  powers !  the  novice  of  St.  Do- 
"  minick/' 

"  The  minstrel  of  Provence  1"  inarti- 
culately returned  Imogen,  and  clun^  for 
support  to  the  pillar  against  which  she 
leaned. 

''  Then  1  am  not  deceived,"  said  the 
baron^   supporting  her  in  his  arms,   and 
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claspini^'her  trembling- hand  in  his;  "this 
*'  form  is  no  illusion  conjured  by  my  oft- 
''  deluding  fancy,  to  cheat  the  wishes  of 
**■  my  heart  into  transient  bliss;  for  oh! 
'^  this  hand,  this  precious  hand^  which 
"  communicates  in  its  touch  a  kindred 
''throb  to  the  wild  pulsations  of  mine; 
*'  thatglance  which  plays  upon  my  heart's 
''  finest  nerve,  and  restores  it  to  that  soft 
''  vibration  Imogen's  eyes  first  awakened; 
'•'  tells  me,  though  thus  disguised^  though 
''  thus  so  unexpectedly  found,  that  tiiou 
''  art  indeed  that  Imogen  who,  in  days 
'*  precious  to  the  dearest  recollection  of 
*'  memory,  shed  love's  vital  beam  upon 
''  the  kindling  soul  of  the  wandering  visl- 
'•'  tant  of  Montmorell.' 

A  thousand  hearts  swelled  in  the  bosom 
of  Imogen,  whose  tredibling  form  still  de- 
pended on  the  encircling  arm  of  tlie  barou 
for  support.  The  resentment  of  slighted 
love,  the  tender  efiusions  of  awakened 
passion^  the  amazement  natural  to  a  dis- 
covery so  far  beyond  the  limits  of  proba- 
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bility,  the  fondness   of  the  mistress,  the 
sensitive  delicacy  of  the  woman,  the  hu- 
miliating feelings  of  the  prisoner,  and  the 
inborn  pride  of  the  heirees  of  the  count 
de  St.  Dorval,  the  hereditary  enemy  of  a 
Montargis,    already    struggled     in     her 
breast.     The  baron's  ardent  gaze,  the  too 
close  pressure  of  his  embrace,  gave  to  pride 
and  delicacy  the  sole  empire  over  her  tu- 
multous sensations.     With  an  air  firm  and 
dignified,  she  withdrew  herself  from  his 
arms  ;  the  truant  colour  of  her  cheek  again 
sufTused  its  paleness  even  to  the  deepest 
tint  of  crimson  ;  the  kindling  spirit  of  her 
mind   reanimated  her  languid  eyes:  she 
retreated  a  Few  steps,  then  modestly  but 
without  perturbation  replied : — ''  It  is  true, 
'^  sir,  lam  that  person,  who,  when  some 
*'  months  back  you  sought  an  asylum  in  the 
''  chateau  de  Montmorell  under  the  as- 
^^  sumed  character  of  a  minstrel,  held   a 
*'  temporary  station  in  ihe  household  of  its 
"  lady.   1  am  now  your  prisoner;  and  you 
"  arCj  I  am  told,  the  baron  de  Montargis, 
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^^  to  whose  human  interference  I  owe  my 
''  life/' 

The  baron  started  :  the  air,  the  manner, 
the  words,  of  Imogen  froze  the  tide  of 
passion  that  a  moment  before  rolled  tumul- 
tuously  in  his  veins:  he  gazed  on  her  in 
silent  wonder;  a  new  recollection  seemed 
to  break  upon  his  mind ;  his  colour 
changed,  he  advanced,  drew  a  seat  to- 
wards Imogen,  which  her  weakness  ren- 
dered acceptable;  then,  pacing  the  tent 
with  hasty  strides,  after  an  uninterrupted 
pause  of  some  minutes,  he  seated  himself 
near  her,  and  with  a  long  drawn  sigh  ex- 
claimed, "  Laciy,  in  the  sudden,  the  over- 
'*  whelming  emotions  thy  most  unexpected 
«'  and  too  welcome  appearance  excited, 
''  the  past,  the  present,  and  the  future, 
*'  were  equally  absorbed.  I  beheld  i\\te  ; 
*'  again  beheld  thee;  that  rapturous  con- 
**  viction  filled  my  whole  soul,  and  my 
"  heart  was  accessible  to  every  other 
*'  thought :  but  even  my  impetuous  feel- 
'*  ings  bow  to  the  supremacy  of  thy  pov^er  v 
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*^  it   was   for  thee   only   to    rouse    those 
''  powerful  emotions^  which  but  a  moment 
"  back  bewildered  my  senses  in  the  trance 
*^  of  rapture ;  it  is  for  thee  only  to  subdue 
''  them.     We  have  indeed  both  changed 
''  characters  since  we  last  met:  I  left  thee, 
**^  lady,  the   gentle   novice  of  St.  Domi- 
"  nick,  the  fair  representative  of  cloistral 
"  gloom  :  timidly  gay  and  bashfully  wise, 
''  thy   genius,   like  the    purest    ore    im- 
*^*  mersed    in    debased  crystalline,    shone 
*■*  through  the  gloom  of  thy  rigid  destiny  ; 
*'  while  thy   modest  nature  shrunk  from 
"  betraying  those  intellectual  perfections 
"  which  concealed  their  splendor  beneath 
"the  retiiing  graces  of  woman's  witching 
''softness.     I  found  thee  (yes,  lady,  that 
"  air  of  cold  reserve  assists  my  truant  re- 
*'  collection) — I    found    thee   amidst  the 
''  tumult  and  carnage  of  a  field  of  battle, 
*'  foremost  in  the  career  of  danger,  o{>- 
''  posing  that  delicate  form   with  Amazo- 
"  nian  boldness  to  the  fury  of  the  fight, 
''  and,  with  arms  formed  in  the  symmetry 
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**  of  love's  softest  mould,  shielding  the 
*' prostrate  count  de  St.  Dorval  from  in- 
*'  stant  death,  and  saving  his  life  even  at 
'*  the  risk  of  thine  own  !" 

''  And  did  1  save  it  r"  eagerly  demanded 
the  weeping  Imogen ;  whole  feelings, 
^vorked  up  to  the  last  excess  of  en^otion, 
needed  but  the  sound  of  her  father's  name 
^vholly  to  overpower  them  :  '*  and  has  the 
*'  count  de  St  Dorval  preserved  his  liberty 
*'  with  his  lifer" 

**  He  received  both,  lady,  from  me," 
replied  the  baron  haughtily,  but  with  un- 
controlled emotion. 

''  Then  for  that  one  act,"  said  Imogen, 
throwing  herself  at  his  feet^  and  bathing 
his  hands  with  her  tears,  *'  may  heaven 
''  shower  its  choicest  blessings  on  you  !  In 
*'  saving  his  life  you  have  not  saved  his 
'*only;  in  securing  his  liberty  you  have 
''  restored  me  to  mine." 

The  baron  was  overpowered:  alr.iost 
ready  to  sink  beside  Imogen,  he  with  dif- 
ficulty raised  her,  and  snatching  his  hand 


134  THE   NOVICE   OF 

from  the  soft  grasp  of  hers,  *'Go!'*  said 
he,  *'  too  dangerous  even  in  that  sensibility 
*'  another  excites.  I  lack  not  thy  grati- 
'*  tude,  nor  his  for  whose  sake  only  it 
'^  flows  ;  nay,  I  deserve  it  not.  Fate  placed 
*'  a  noble  triumph  in  my  hands,  nor  did  I 
"  suffer  it  (o  escape.  My  house's  deadliest 
**  foe,  the  count  St.  Dorval,  lay  at  ray 
"  mercy ;  and  thinkest  thou  with  this  no 
''  common  enemy  I  would  have  played  a 
''  common  part  ?  No  ;  I  rescued  him  from 
"  the  power  of  those  with  whom  he  vainly 
"  struggled  for  life,  placed  him  on  my 
"  own  horse,  gave  him  in  care  to  his 
''  squire,  who  supported  him  in  his  arme^ 
'^^'^nor  even  deigned  to  tell  him  it  was  thus 
*^  a  Montargis  i*  jumphed  ovejp  his  enemies  I 
''  It  was  thus  I  revenged  myself  on  the 
''  man  v/!iom  it  was  my  inheritance  to 
"  hate,  who  tore  from  my  father's  heart 
^'  his  blooming  bride  even  at  the  altars 
*•  step,  whom  from  my  cradle  I  have  been 
'*^  taught  as  a  rebel  to  oppose,  as  a  bigot 
'^  to  detest,  as  an  enemy  to  despise!" 
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"  No,  my  lord,"    interrupted  Imogen 
indignantly,  '*■  you  do  not  hate,  you  can- 
''  not  despise,  the  count  St.  Dorval ;  that 
'*  sympathy  which  exists  between  the  vir- 
*'  tuous  of  every  rank,  of  every  persuasion, 
'*  forbids  it.     It  is  the  narrow  suggestions 
'•  of  early-imbibed  prejudices  that  veil  your 
*'  better    reason,    and    make  you  behold 
'*  errors  in  the  character  of  your  enemy 
*''  which  exist  but  in  the  distempered  bias 
"  of  your  own  imagination.      All   noble 
"  as  is  the  count  de  St.  Dorval,   he  is  still 
*'  less  illustrious  by  his  birth  than  by  his 
''  virtues;  even  his  errors  are  respectable, 
''  since  they  flow  from  a  mistaken  sense  of 
''right:  his  political  and  religious  senti- 
"  ments,  which  subject  him  to  the  odium 
"of  rebellion  and  bigotry,  are  the  prln- 
*'  ciples  of  his  inheritance,  not  of  his  con- 
**  viction  ;  and  the  loyalty  and  toleration 
''  of  the  baron  de  Montargis  are  probably 
'*  but  offsprings  of  the  same  growth.       It 
*'  is  the  motive,  and  not  the  act,  by  whicli 
^*  we  are  to  be  judged;   and  while   the 
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*'  heart,  remains  untainted,  the  aberrations 
*'  of  the  niind  are  rather  to  be  pitied  than 
**  condemned." 

The  emotions  which  betrayed  them- 
selves in  the  countenance  of  the  baron,  as 
he  listened  to  his  prisoner  spoke  an  agita- 
tion of  minrj  [[]di  baffltvl  t  xj)ression  ;  then, 
while  with  impass  oned admiration hegazed 
on  her  countenance,  ov*t  uliich  a  kitidhng 
animation  gradually  ditliised  its  fire  as  she 
spoke,  he  exclaimed:  "  Enviiible  St.  Bor- 
*^val!  to  be  defended  by  su(h  arms  as 
'^  those,  to  be  vindicated  by  such  lips! 
"  Oh  !  to  what  spell  of  magic  dost  thou 
''  owe  thy  power  over  the  heart  of  he?'  who 
**  has  burst  the  strict  bariier  of  female 
'^  delicacy,  and  in  unseeming  habit  fol- 
''  lowed  thee  even  amidst  the  battle's 
*'  wildest  fury ;  who  has  overcome  her 
''  sex's  softness,  and  braved  that  death  she 
"  feared  for  thee  alone;  and  who  now, 
*'  even  in  the  power  of  thy  foe,  boldly 
**  vindicates  thy  errors,  and  with  love's 
"  true  sophistry  converts  thy  \Qry  failings 
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"  into  virtues  ?  Yes,  thou  shalt  owe  me 
**^  a  second  life,  more  precious  than  the 
''  first :  thy  mistress,  thy  imprudent  ten- 
''  der  mistress,  shall  be  restored  to  thee. 
''  Haply  thy  claims  are  prior  to  those  my 
"  heart  once  made,  and  hers,  O  sweet 
"  deception!  appeared  to  sanction." 

Tears  of  wounded  pride,  of  shame,  of 
insulted  modesty^  stole  over  the  deep- 
tinted  cheek  of  the  ])risoner;  and,  hurried 
away  by  the  violence  of  her  indignant  emo- 
tion, she  faintly  replied,  ''  Had  I  a  thou- 
**  sand  lives,  they  were  too  few  to  sacrifice 
"  for  the  preservation  of  count  St.  Dor- 
"  val,  for  he  is — my  father  !" 

''  Your  father!"  repeated  the  baron^  in 
the  hurried  accents  of  amazement :  ''  Gra- 
*'  cious  God  !  Imoi^en  the  daughter  of  St. 
^*  Dorval !  O  Imogen!  extraordinary 
''and  mysterious  being!  who  in  every 
"  situation^  under  every  varying  aspect, 
"  still  bearest  about  thee  that  light  of  su- 
"  periority  which  encompasses  thee  like  a 

glory,  who  still  awakenest  interest  and 


138  THE  NOVICE  OP 

"  excitest  amazement,,  speak !  by  that 
'*  beam  of  truth  that  shines  in  the  candour 
"  of  thine  eye,  and  mingles  with  the  per- 
"  suasive  graces  of  thy  lip,  I  conjure  thee 
"  say  who  and  what  art  thou  ?  why  comest 
'^  thou  here?  why  wearest  thou  this  dis- 
^'  guise  ?  why  artthou»  erewhilij  the  timid 
^'  novice  of  St.  Dominick,  wasting  thy 
*^  sweetness  amidst  the  gloom  of  cloistral 
^'  privacy,  and  now  the  daughter  of  the 
''  count  St.  Dorval,  the  heroine  of  an 
'^  army  ?  Oh  !  why  must  the  eager  heart 
"  wait  upon  the  pleasure  of  cold  detail  to 
'"^  satisfy  its  longings  ?  why  does  it  not 
''  possess  the  intuitive  power  of  piercing 
'^  the  veil  of  mystery  which  enshrouds 
*'  the  fate  of  its  object?  why  in  the  elo- 
^'  quent  eyes  of  Imogen  cannot  Montargis 
^'  read  all  his  soul  languishes  to  know,  but 
*'  which  the  wounded,,  the  offended  deli- 
''  cacy  of  St.  Dorval's  daughter  may  in- 
"  dignantly  refuse  to  his  entreaties  ?" 

'*  Then  you  are/'  said  Imogen  in  a  tre- 
mulous voice,  recollecting  her  father's  last 
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command,  "  the  son  of  the  baron  de  Mon- 
"  targis  ?" 

'*  I  am  the  son  of  him  who  was  the  ba- 
''  ron  de  Montargis,  who  is  by  the  king's 
**  royal  pleasure  the  duke  de  Beauvilliers. 
*'  Yet,  O  my  sweet  enemy !  forget  that 
"  I  am  so ;  still  behold  at  your  feet  the 
"  humble  minstrel  of  Provence,  as  when 
'*  in  those  stolen  and  delicious  hours  of 
*'  transient  bliss  he  breathed  upon  this  fair 
''  hand  the  secret  sigh  of  his  soul ;  still 
''  behold  me  with  those  partial  eyes, 
*'  whose  thrilling  glances  sunk  deep  to  my 
"  heart,  and  waked  its  every  pulse  to  trans- 
^'^  port's  liveliest  throb. '* 

The  warm  tide  of  reviving  tenderness 
rushed  o'er  the  kindling  soul  of  Imogen. 
She  beheld  at  her  feet  the  object  of  that 
romantic  faithful  passion  whose  treasured 
idea^  twined  round  every  finer  fibre  of  her 
heart,  had  long  been  the  source  of  all  her 
joy,  the  dream  of  her  rest,  the  subject  of 
her  waking  thought ;  whom  again  to  be- 
hold under  many  a  deceptive  plea^   hopie 
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had  lured  her  from  the  seclusion  of  her 
youth  ;  whom^  now  beholding,  appeared 
to  her  enamoured  eye  adorned  witli  all 
those  great  and  noble  graces  the  humility 
of  his  former  disguise  had  concealed  from 
her  view:  a  youthful  and  illustrious  war- 
rior, in  whose  eye  the  flame  of  valour 
beamed,  on  whose  lip  the  fire  of  genius 
and  passion  breathed.  The  haughtiness 
which  dignified  her  manners  was  lled^  the 
spirit  which  animated  her  countenance 
was  extinct;  the  deep  scarlet  flush  with 
which  pride,  wounded  and  indignant,  co- 
loured her  cheeky  faded  to  the  rosy  sufl'u- 
sion  of  tenderpess  chastened  by  modesty. 
Soft  was  the  languor  of  her  eye,  and  a 
thousand  timid,  tender,  bashful,  graces  in- 
sinuated themselves  into  her  air,  her  atti- 
tude, her  voice;  as  she  requested  the  baron 
to  rise.  The  smile  which  accompanied 
the  request  was  omnipotent. 

The  baron  obeyed,  and,  encouraged  by 
its  sweetness,  repeated  his  petition^  nor 
petitioned  in  vain.     Imogen,   anxious  to 
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relate  as  he  was  to  hear  every  thin^*  that 
could  remove  the  faintest  suspicion  inimi- 
cal to  the  delicacy  of  her  character,  the 
refinement  of  her  feelings^  or  the  propriety 
of  her  conduct^  entered  with  brief  simpli- 
city into  the  recent  particulars  of  her  life. 
A  rosy  confusion,  a  blushing  earnestness, 
veiled  at  first  those  graces  of  recitation 
with  which  nature  had  eminently  endowed 
her ;  but  as  these  soft  effusions  of  bash- 
fulness  gradually  vanished  to  the  increa- 
sing interest  of  her  story,  as  she  related 
the  interview  with  her  father,  touched  on 
the  circumstances  of  his  life,  and  dwelt 
on  that  affecting  moment  which  restored 
her  to  a  parent,  the  pathos,  the  energy 
of  her  natural  and  feeling  eloquence,  rose 
with  the  importance  of  her  subject;  while 
an  unconscious  sigh,  a  transient  blush,  a 
starting  tear,  betrayed  the  profound  emo- 
tion of  her  sensible  heart,  and  gave  a 
higher  finish  to  her  detail  than  even  the 
most  brilliant  figures  of  rhetoric  could 
have  bestowed.     In  slightly  referring  to 
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the  history  of  her  father's  life,  she  was  un- 
avoidably obliged  to  touch  on  the  enmity 
which  had  so  long  subsisted  between  the 
houses  of  Montargis  and  de  St.  Dorvalj 
yet  she  did  it  with  a  delicacy,  an  emotion, 
that  evinced  the  deep  regret  it  inspired  in 
a  heart  which  now  more  than  ever  lament- 
ed the  dreadful  effects  of  political  and  re- 
ligious dissension. 

While  she  spoke,  the  baron  hung  over 
her  enamoured;  when  she  ceased,  his 
eager  eye  still  dwelt  on  the  charms  of 
her  expressive  countenance,  his  eager  at- 
tention still  hung  upon  the  melody  of  her 
accents:  he  had  given  her  sigh  for  sigh 
and  tear  for  tear,  and  the  silence  which 
succeeded  to  her  relation  was  the  eloquence 
of  a  soul  too  much  agitated  by  contending 
passions  to  commit  the  expression  of  its 
feelings  to  the  inadequate  power  of  Ian- 
gMage. 

While  still  he  gazed  in  silent  emotion 
on  the  interesting  daughter  of  his  enemy, 
her  cheek  grew  pale^  her  head  drooped. 
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her  eye  became  dim,  her  lips  quivered ; 
the  trembling  and  extended  arms  of  the 
baron  prevented  her  falling  to  the  earth. 
The  extreme  fatigue  she  had  undergone, 
the  anxiety  and  violent  perturbation  which 
had  agitated  her  mind,  the  pain  of  her 
slight  wound,  which  now  bled  afresh,  to- 
gether with  having  tasted  only  a  draught 
of  water  for  more  than  thirty  hours,  and 
being  wholly  exhausted  by  the  late  extra- 
oi'dinary  occurrence  and  the  long  narrative 
she  had  entered  on,  occasioned  a  weak- 
ness which  she  had  felt  stealing  over  her 
frame,  and  vainly  endeavoured  to  conquer. 
An  exclamation  of  horror  and  amazement 
burst  from  the  lips  of  the  baron  as  the 
bandage  which  bound  her  arm  gave  way, 
and  the  blood  flowed  copiously  from  the 
ill-dressed  scar.  Imogen,  though  faint, 
was  not  insensible;  she  endeavoured  to 
assure  him  the  wound  was  but  slight.  The 
baron  tore  off  his  scarf,  bound  it  round 
her  arm^  and  placed  her  on  a  couch ;  then 
administering  some  drops  that  lay  on  the 
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table,  and  which  seemed  to  revive  his  lan- 
guid captive,  he  rushed  out  of  the  tent. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  returned,  accom- 
panied by  tlie  surgeon  who  the  night  be- 
fore had  deemed  the  wound  of  the  humble 
prisoner  too  inconsequent  for  his  attention. 
The  whole  nomenclature  of  the  materia 
medica  was  now  ransacked  for  technical 
terms  to  express  its  nature  and  magni- 
tude: fawning  obsequiousness  lurked  in 
every  line  of  his  countenance,  and  even 
his  habitual  and  professional  formahty 
gave  way  to  the  impetuous  and  anxious 
impatience  of  the  baron.  As  it  was  ne- 
cessary the  arm  of  the  patient  should  be 
stripped,  the  baron  retired ;  and  while  the 
surgeon  examined  and  dressed  the  wound, 
he  threw  out  some  hints,  in  the  most  re- 
spectful manner,  that,  from  the  violent 
anxiety  testified  by  the  baron  de  ^lontar- 
gis,  his  patient  must  be  of  high  rank,  and 
constantly  addressed  her  by  the  title  of 
madame.  Meanwhile  two  women  of  de- 
cent appearance  entered  the  tent  3  the  one 
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held  a  bundle  of  female  clothes,  the  other 
assisted  the  surgeon,  who  retired  with  a 
thousand  apologies  for  having  mistaken 
his  noble  patient  for  a  prisoner  of  no  con- 
sequence the  preceding  night  in  the  hos- 
pital tent;  while  Imogen,  as  much  dis- 
gusted with  his  time-serving  meanness  as 
she  had  been  with  his  inhumanity,  was 
equally  glad  to  see  him  depart,  and  to  find 
herself  once  more  in  female  society. 

Her  woman's  heart  rejoiced  in  this  re- 
storation to  an  intercourse  with  her  own 
sex,  even  of  an  inferior  species ;  and  in 
their  countenances  she  thought  she  read 
those  generic  signs  of  the  female  charac- 
ter, softness  and  humanity,  which  perhaps 
only  existed  in  the  comparison  she  drew 
between  their  countenances  and  those  of 
the  warrior  tribe  by  whom  she  had  been 
lately  surrounded.  They  civilly  informed 
Imogen  the^  had  been  sent  to  wait  on  her 
by  his  excellency  the  baron  de  Montargis  ; 
and  conducted  her  to  the  interior  apart- 
ment of  the  tent,  which  by  its  furniture 
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seemed  appropriate  to  repose.  Here  they 
spread  out  the  little  wardrobe:  it  was  the 
simple  garb  of  a  French  paysanne.  Imo- 
gen, delighted  by  this  delicate  mark  of  at- 
tention in  her  amiable  conqueror,  ex- 
claimed: ''This  is  an  indulgence  indeed  !" 
and  eagerly  began  to  disencumber  herself 
of  her  masculine  attire,  in  which  she  had 
suffered  some  of  modesty's  most  painful 
throes ;  while  her  delicacy  triumphed  that 
she  had  divested  herself  of  the  minstrel 
robe  which  she  had  so  long  cherished  as  a 
precious  relic^  and  which  might  hare  inti- 
mated some  fond  truths  to  its  former 
owner,  more  flattering  to  his  vanity  than 
to  her  pride.  * 

''Yes,  lady,'*  said  the  woman,  in  answer 
to  her  exclamation^  "  you  must  doubtless 
''  be  happy  to  fling  off  your  doublet  and 
*'  hose,  as  I  once  was  when  I  followed  my 
^'  husband  to  the  siege  of  Rouen  in  a  sol- 
"  dier's  garb,  for  all  the  women  were  for- 
''  bid  the  camp  ;  and  beshrew  me,  you  are 
"  in  luck  to  get  even  such  a  dress  as  this. 
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''  for  we  soldiers'  wives  generally  pack  up 
''  our  whole  wardrobes  in  our  husbands' 
''  knapsacks.  My  good  man/'  she  con- 
tinued, assisting  Imogen  in  the  duties 
of  the  toilet,  ''  when  he  was  last  scouring 
*'  the  country,  took  this  habit  from  a  sim- 
'*■  pie  hind,  who  swore  by  the  saints  it  was 
''  a  wedding  garb  for  his  lady  mistress. 
*'  Our  Lady  pardon  my  husband  I  say  1 ; 
"  but  then  he  swore  that  the  hind  looked 
'*  like  a  papist  and  a  Leaguer,  and  so  he 
*'  took  three  marks  from  him  into  the  bar- 
*'  gain." 

Habited  in  a  boddice  and  skirt  of  coarse 
texture  but  snowy  hue,  her  luxuriant  hair 
fastened  up  to  the  back  of  her  head  with 
a  silken  baud  of  dark-green,  and  playing 
over  her  temples  in  negligent  disorder, 
Imogen  contemplated  the  form  the  mirror 
reflected  with  a  satisfaction  that  flushed 
her  cheek,  while  a  sly  thought  of  ''  self- 
''  approving  heauty'^  stole  on  her  gaze. 
The  women,  for  whose  attentions  she  was 
gratefully  thankful,  retired ;  and  she  re- 
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turned  to  the  apartment  she  had  before  oc^ 
cupied,  where  she  found  a  pa^e  in  wait' 
ing",  and  a  collation  spread  with  fairy  ele- 
gance. Notwithstanding  her  long'-en- 
forced  abstinence,  she  ate  sparingly  :  the 
strong  and  still  turbulent  emotions  of  her 
heart  *'  subdued  all  feeling  else  save  what 
"  beat  there;"  and  while  her  mind  had 
^'  food  for  meditation"  even  to  excess,  she 
seemed  almost  unconscious  of  the  want  of 
grosser  nourishment :  yet  the  little  she  did 
eat  refreshed  and  revived  her;  and  having 
dismissed  the  page,  she  withdrew  from  the 
table,  fell  prostrate  to  the  earth,  and  in 
the  attitude  of  pious  humility  raised  a 
heart  still  humbler  in  gratitude  to  the 
Author  of  all  good,  to  whose  providential 
care  she  owed  the  preservation  of  her  fa- 
ther's life  and  liberty,  her  own  present 
safety,  and  that  flow  of  happiness  which 
now  succeeded  to  the  load  of  anxiety  and 
misery  e^he  had  lately  sustained. 

Imogen  had   scarcely  risen   from  her 
knees,  and  '*  the  heautij  of  holiness''  still 
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fthed  its  seraph  expression  on  her  counte- 
nance, when  the  baron  entered.  The 
nymph-like  simplicity  of  her  attire  pre- 
sented to  his  admiring  eye  such  a  form  as 
poetical  fancy  attaches  to  the  idea  of  Ar- 
cadian beauty. 

"  How  much,  my  lord,"  said  Imogen, 
"  do  I  owe  you  for  an  attention  so  deli- 
"  cate,  so  g-rateful  ?'*  casting  her  eyes  over 
the  dress  his  kindness  had  provided  hcr^ 
then  modestly  raising  their  grateful  glances 
to  hii* 

The  baron  took  her  hand,  and,  Re?^ting' 
himself  beside  her,  said  :  *'  You  mistake, 
*'Iady;  to  mc  you  owe  noting*,  I  can 
*^  only  claim  the  merit  of  construing  your 
**  blushes  into  their  literal  sense  :  they  are 
'*  ever  the  eloquence,,  the  rhetoric,  which 
'^  mode&ty  deigns  only  to  use  ;  and  the 
"  glow  which  delicate  shame  suffuses  over 
*'  the  cheek  of  lovely  woman  is  the  sacred 
*'  sign  of  vestal  purity,  which  no  man  de- 
**  seiving  the  name  will  dare  to  violate. 
*'  Trust  me,  sweet  lady,  1  am  most  pleased 
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'*  that  our  rude  camp  could  aftord  thee 
''  even  this  garb,  though  more  suited  to 
*'  the  chaste  simplicity  of  thy  taste  than  to 
''  the  lustre  of  thy  rank:  but  nature  has 
*'  stampt  her  letters  patent  of  nobility  on 
''  thy  soul,  and  in  the  elevation  of  those 
*'  sentiments  which  gives  to  thy  air  and 
''  countenance  their  noblest  expression ; 
*'  nor  could  the  thining  diadem  nor  er- 
*'  mined  robe   of  peerage  add  a  greater 
*'  splendor  to  the  form  which  the  divine 
''  light  of   virtue  and  the  heaven-stoleit 
''  beam  of  genius  irradiates!     No,  to  the 
"  eye  of  Montargis,  the  lady  dc  St»  Dor- 
''  val  is  not  more  dignified,    more  illustri- 
"  ous  than  the  meek  and  humble  novice  of 
''  St.  Dominick."     Then  in  a  tone  more 
tenderly  familiar  he  added  :  **  Oh!  at  the 
''  sound  of  that  name,  memory  like  light- 
*'  ning   shoots  athwart  each    interval   of 
"  bliss,  and  my  raptured  senses  doubt  their 
'*  fidelity  as  I  gaze  on  the  form  of  her 
**  whom  once  to  have  known  is  never  to 
'^forget!" 
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''  Never  to  forget  T*  repeated  Imogen, 
with  a  smile  half  reproachful :  ''  Oh,  my 
'Mord!  had  not  this  strange  adventure 
''  awakened  recollection,  memory  had  soon 
''  resigned  the  last  fading  remembrance  of 
"  the  novice  of  St.  Dominick.  Whatever 
"  the  wayward  destiny  which  led  you  to 
"  seek  an  asylum  in  humble  guise  within 
"  the  chateau  de  Montmorell,  whether  tr.c 
*•  romantic  spirit  of  adventure  or  the  wild 
"  vicissitudes  of  war,  unvanquishcd  by  that 
"  destiny,  you  ever  rendered  it  subservient 
*' to  the  purposes  of  the  moment:  you 
*'  stooped  to  assimilate  yourself  to  those 
**  you  might  have  awed  into  conscious  in- 
'*  feriority;  and  your  mind,  like  gold, 
*'  which  dissolving  into  baser  metal  blends 
^'  itself  with  each  minuter  [varticle,  yet 
*'  still  retains  its  own  pure  quality  unal- 
"-'  loyed,  ductile  but  ondegraded,  betrayed 
"  itself  well-versed  in  the  world's  subti- 
"  lizing  school.  Cheating  time  where  you 
''  could  not  enjoy  it,  o'er  the  dreary  path 
**  of  solitude  and  unvaried  sequestration 
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''  you  scattered  those  flowers  of  dalliance 
**■  which  faded  as  they  fell.  Such,  my  lord, 
''  were  your  passing  courtesies  considered : 
'•  sweet,  perhaps,  but  not  permanent  5 
"  grateful,  but  transient/' 

The  ^' eloquent  blood'*  of  Imogen  ever 
betrayed  the  emotion  which  dictated  the 
sentiment  of  her  eloquent  lips:  the  oblique 
reference  to  those  tender  professions  of  the 
baron  which  his  after-neglect  had  proved 
to  be  fleeting  as  the  sighs  which  had  stolen 
amidst  their  ''  honied  words,"  rosed  the 
cheek  of  Imogen  with  ''  the  virgin  crim- 
''  son  of  modesty"  and  the  deeper  flush  of 
pride;  while  the  faint  smile  which  hung 
upon  the  pensive  softness  of  the  baron's 
ardent  gaze,  seemed  to  owe  its  existence 
to  that  pleasure  awakened  by  a  reproach 
which  a  tender  but  wounded  interest  only 
could  have  excited. 

'*  Yes,"  said  he,  "  if  I  am  to  be  ar- 
''  raignedon  the  allegation  of  appearances, 
*•  I  must  indeed  seem  what  you  infer  1  am, 
''  Ihc  mere  woiilling,  whose  hearty  seeking 
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'•'  only  temporary  gratification^  like  the 
'''  inconstant  surface  of  a  mirror,  receives 
''  every  impression  bui  retains  none.  Yet 
^'  since  you  have  honoured  me  in  the  faint 
"  recollection  of  those  vows  which  breath- 
'^  ed  the  passion  of  a  soul  devoted  with  all 
'*  its  energies  to  adore  thee,  and  registered 
*'  in  the  face  of  heaven  upon  the  hand  of 
''  her  whose  purity  is  heaven's  type,  deem 
*'  me  not,  sweet  saint,  in  love  a  truant: 
"  but  trust  me  that  as  the  rose's  essence 
''  precedes  and  e'en  survives  its  own  iden- 
''  tical  and  fair  existence,  so  ere  1  beheld 
*'  thee  I  nourished  in  my  bosom's  core  a 
''  germ  of  love  for  thee,  reserved  to  ripen 
''  to  perfection  ;  and  if  it  drooped  beneath 
''  the  chill  of  absence  most  enforced,  be- 
''  lieve  me  that  again  at  sight  of  thee  it 
''  blooms,  and  sheds  a  fresher  odour  than 
*'  when  first  thy  genial  influence  flushed 
"  on  its  primary  nature.  And  now,  while 
"  in  return  for  thy  sweetly  interesting  and 
''  candid  detail  I  pour  the  boundless  con- 
"  fidence  of  a  soldier's  honest  and  un- 
G  2 
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*'  practised  lieart  into  thine,  wilt  thou, 
"  fair  maid,  in  pity  to  that  heart's  weak- 
''  ness,  still  suffer  me  to  consider  my  love- 
"  ly  auditress  in  the  light  in  which  I  first 
"  beheld  her,  the  meek  novice  of  St.  Do- 
'^  minick,  not  the  overawing-  and  illuslri- 
**  ous  lady  de  St.  Dorval  ?  O  Imo«^en! 
*"'  the  recollection  of  the  former  character 
'*  will  ever  awaken  the  nerve  where  bliss 
*'  is  bred,  while  the  latter — God  of  heaven  ! 
*'  the  daughter  of  St.  Dorval ! — O  for- 
"  tune!  why  art  thou  still  of  love  the  un- 
**  vanquishable  enemy?  and  thon,  O  lovo, 
''  why  dost  thou  twine  around  the  heart 
*'  those  ties  which  breaking  break  it,  yet 
'^  twine  them  only  for  the  finger  of  destiny 
''  to  verse  ?  But  away  with  reflection !  this 
"  hour  shall  be  the  commemorating  aera 
''  of  love's  sweet  birth ;  the  expanded 
*'  wing  of  joy  shall  soar  in  triumph^  and 
*'  guard  the  heart  from  care's  intrusive 
*'  gloom;  and  the  sad  realities  of  a  fatal 
''  conviction  shall  lie  subdued  by  the  rosy 
"  influence  of  sweet  illusion :  fancy's  fairy 


ST.   DOMINICK.  155 

''  spell  shall  convert  this  warlike  shelter 
"  into  the  dearly-remembered  gallery  of 
'^  Montmorell,  and  the  dignity  of  a  peer- 
*'  ess  of  France  into  the  soul-dissolving 
'*  softness  of  the  tender  pitying  Imogen  ; 
**  who  hung,  not  unmoved,  upon  the  min- 
"  strel's  last-breathed  vow,  and  whose  eyes 
*'  dropped  precious  dew  the  jealousy  of 
^*  love  would  have  wrested  from  compas- 
*'  sion,  but  that  its  insuperable  fears  for- 
''  bade  the  temerity  of  the  golden  hope." 
Then,  after  a  pause,  the  baron,  casting 
down  his  eyes  with  that  air  of  modesty 
which  seemed  to  reprehend  the  necessity 
which  obliged  him  to  become  the  hero  of 
his  own  tale,  continued  :  ''  He  who  is  born 
"  the  favourite  of  fortune,  who  lisps  his 
'*  first  accent  in  the  bosom  of  indepen- 
''  dence,  and  is  endowed  with  the  com- 
''  mand  over  others  before  he  has  been 
''  taught  the  necessity  of  obtaining  it  over 
**  himself,  enters  life  on  its  most  level 
''  path,  and  cannot  be  supposed  to  meet 
'*  with  those  incidents  with  which  the  vicijh 
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"  situdes  of  a  less  smiling  destiny  abound  ; 

*^  which  give  interest  to  detail,  render  ego- 

'^  tism  venial,    and  furnish  the  historian 

^^  ^vith  his  most  attractive  facts^   the  poet 

^'  with  his  brightest  images.      Rank  and 

^^  fortune  were  my  birth-right.       I   was 

*^  born  to  that  which  is  the  aim  and  object 

*^  of  mankind  to  obtain  ;  tor  which  every 

"  energy  of  the  soul,  every  faculty  of  the 

'^  mind,  rushes  into  exertion  :  I  was  born 

"  to  it;  and  those  difficulties,  those  ener- 

^*  gies,  which  might  have  enabled  me  to 

^'  have  acquired  them,  lay  dormant,    in 

''  the  want  of  that  necessity  which  is  the 

^*  primary  stimulus  of  all  human  action. 

"  When  consciousness  first  awakened  in 

**  my  infant  mind,  it  found  me  reposing 

"  on  the  bosom  of  beauty :  my  eyes,  from 

"  their  first  discriminating  glance,  dwelt 

'*  on  the  loveliness  and  harmony  of  nature 

"  in  the  fairest  epitome  of  her  works,  wo- 

"  man  !      Nourished  on  her  smiles,  over- 

*'  whelmed  by  her  caresses,  sporting  in  her 

'*  arms,  catching  my  lisping  accents  from 
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"  her  lip  of  love,  my  soul  received  its  first 
"  impression  from  the  purity,  the  sub- 
*'  limity  of  hers  ;  and  what  it  still  pos- 
''  sesses  of  good  is  but  the  lingering  trace 
'''  of  that  sweet  and  indelible  impression. 
"  Julia  deRibemont  resided  in  my  grand- 
"  father's  family  during  my  mother's  life. 
"  The  long-declining  health  of  that  mo- 
*'  ther  gave  me  constantly  to  the  arms  of 
"  her  beautiful  friend  ;  who,  on  my  pa- 
**  rent's  death,  adopted  me  the  child  of 
**  her  affection,  while  my  father  returned 
'*  the  kindness  even  by  making  her  the 
*'  idol  of  his  own.     But — " 

The  baron  paused  ;  his  brow  insensibly 
lost  its  mild  expansion,  and  contracted  its 
shade  over  his  darkening  eye  ;  and,  after 
a  moment's  struggle,  he  resumed:  ''  But 
*'  my  father  was  deprived  of  this  object  of 
*'  his  homage,  and  I  lost  my  amiiible  mo- 
''  ther:  she  was  destined  to  boast  a  more 
*'  illustrious  title — to  become  the  mother 
'*  of  Imogen.  I  was  but  five  years  of  age 
''  when  I  participated  in  my  father's  still- 
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*^*  lamented  loss ;  and  memory  goes  no 
*'  further  than  the  thrilling-  recollection 
*''  of  the  feelingsthe  insinuating  Julia  awa- 
**  kened  in  m\  young  heart ;  the  tears,  the 
"  lamentations,  with  which  I  pursued  her 
**  flight ;  or  the  hatred  I  conceived  against 
^'  him,  who  I  was  soon  taught  to  know 
^'  had  torn  her  from  me.  Oh !  you  to 
**  >vhom  the  education,  the  forming  of 
'*  youthful  minds  is  consigned,  tremble  at 
'^  the  great,  the  solemn  charge  you  un- 
^'  dertake  !  'Tis  you  who  fix  that  radical 
^*  impression  from  whence  those  innume- 
"  rable  branches  emerge,  whose  closely- 
*'  knit  associations  become  the  efficient 
^*  source  of  all  their  virtues,  of  all  their 
*'  vices!  If  you  would  participate  in  the 
^'  reward  of  the  former,  for  the  latter  you 
'^  are  wholly  accountable.  The  stream  of 
*'  time  flows  in  vain  over  those  traces 
*^  stampton  the  youthful  heart,  interwoven 
''  with  its  flexible  fibres ;  its  soft  oblivia- 
"  tingtidedoes  but  ameliorate,  but  cannot 
"deface.     In  riper  years,  when  my  fa- 
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'^Mher  spoke  of  the  hereditary  feud>  of  the 
'^  houses  de  Montargis  and  do  St.  Dorval, 
*'  he  would  add,  '  And  Hwas  this  man  wlio 
'^  robbed  me  of  my  bride,  who  deprived 
'^  thy  infant  and  motherless  years  of  that 
'^  miild  guardian  spirit  which  hovered  a- 
'^  round  thee  with  more  than  a  mother's 
"  tenderness.'  Oh  !  tiiat  recolh  ction  thus 
"  revived  breathed  a  deathless  spirit  on 
**  the  spark  of  discord  illumined  in  my 
''  youthful  heart !" 

''  A  deathless  spirit !"  instinctively  re- 
peated Imogen  ;  *"*  Oh,  not  a  deathless 
''  spirit !"  looking  with  a  mild  and  depre- 
cating glance  in  the  face  of  the  baron. 

The  blush  which  flitted  over  the  cheek 
of  the  baron  drew  its  source  from  the  deli- 
cacy he  felt  he  had  violated.  Avoiding 
the  soft  but  earnest  looks  of  Imogen,  he 
replied :  ^'  I  speak,  lady,  under  the  in- 
•*  fluence  of  my  then  existing  feelings, 
''  which  at  that  period  stole  their  predo- 
"  minant  hue  from  the  colour  of  their 
•'  opinions   by   whom   1  was  surrounded. 
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"  But  to  be  brief.  The  activity  of  my 
''  father's  mind,  his  lon^  initiation  in  all 
"  the  profoundest  mysteries  of  politics, 
''  carried  him  to  Paris;  and  holding  two 
*'  high  stations  at  court  successively  under 
''  the  two  brothers.  Charles  the  Ninth  and 
'*  Henry  the  Third,  he  seldom  visited  his 
'^  provincial  estates,  but  left  me  to  be  edu- 
''  cated  at  the  chateau  de  Montarj^is,  and 
"to  win  back  that  popularity  his  longab- 
'^  sence  might  eventually  forfeit.  Placed 
**"  under  the  care  of  a  rigid  disciple  of 
''  Luther,  and  who  had  been  in  his  youth 
''  the  friend  of  that  extraordinary  reformer, 
''  the  harshness  of  my  preceptor's  mind 
*'  communicated  its  chill  severity  to  his 
''  taste,  and  the  studies  selected  for  my 
*'  pursuit  were  as  dissonant  to  the  native 
"  tone  of  my  mind,  as  the  disposition  and 
^*  sentiments  of  my  tutor  to  the  feelings 
"  of  ray  heart,  or  the  gay  hilarity  of  my 
*^  temper.  He  had  borne  a  conspicuous 
"  part  in  those  violent  controversial  strug- 
'^  gles  whicii  so  long  tore  and   disgraced 
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"  the  Christian  church  ;  and  his  success 
*'  had  awakened  in  his  mind  an  ardent 
*'  passion  for  subtle  argumentation,  a  love 
*'  for  whatever  was  difficult  to  be  under- 
"  stood,  and  an  ambition  to  be  supposed 
''  capable  of  comprehending  what  was  in 
*'  itself  unintelligible,  which  induced  him 
*'  to  confine  my  studies  to  those  works  he 
"  himself  approved — thesubtleties  of  Aris- 
''  lotle's  philosophy,  or  the  uninteresting 
•*  and  gladiatorial  disputes  of  modern  theo- 
**  logists.  The  play  which  such  works 
*'  gave  to  boyish  ingenuity  at  first  fasci- 
*'  nated  my  attention,  and  I  became  as 
"  bigoted  and  pedantic  as  my  tutor  could 
**  desire;  but,  as  the  light  of  reason  dif- 
*'  fused  its  iniluence  o'er  my  faculties,  as 
"  the  latent  perceptions  of  taste  awakened 
*'  into  refinement,  as  passion's  genial  glow 
*'  shed  its  influence  o'er  my  heart  and 
"  senses,  I  turned  revoltingiy  from  the 
*'  crude  regimen  prescribed  to  my  eager 
''  mind.  A  sentiment  will  be  easier  con- 
''  verted  into  its  opposite^  than  moderated 
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"  or  restrained  into  an  intermediate  degree 
"  between  the  great  extremes ;  and  dis- 
*'  gust  soon  pursued  tlie  recollection  of 
^'  those  studies  which  I  had  once  engaged 
''  in  with  avidity.  The  authors  of  the 
''  Augustan  day^  the  elegant  poets  of  mo- 
''  dern  Italy,  succeeded  to  the  philosophy 
*'  of  Aristotle,  the  theology  of  Melanc- 
**  thon.  I  studied  the  musical  systems  of 
"  Gui  d'Arezzo,  Jean  de  Muria,  and  the 
**^  more  famed  theorists  of  a  latter  day. — 
"  The  works  of  the  celebrated  trouba- 
"  dours,  Pierre  Bidal  and  Arnaud  de  Var* 
*'  vail,*  feH  into  my  hands.  I  studied 
*'  the  Provencal  dialect^  and  recollected  I 
''  inhaled  that  air  which  was  once  sup- 
"  posed  to  breathe  inspiration.  The 
"  streams  of  my  native  Durance  assumed 
*'  a  new  and  classic  interest,  and  I  wan- 
**  dercdin  poetictransportalong  the  banks 
"  of  that  delicious  river,  o'er  whose  swell- 


*  See  a  history  of  the  TioubadoMrs,  by  M.  de  St. 
Pitlaie,  finished  by  the  abbe  Mtllot. 
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*'  ing  waves  the  spirit  of  genius  had  so 
**  often  lloated.  I  envied  those  hi^h- 
''  priests  of  i;;i]!antry  wiio  still  awakened 
'*  the  decaying  embers  of  the  illustrious 
''  order  of  Troubadours  in  Thoulouse,  and 
^'  still  presided  o'er  the  laws  of  love,  of 
*'  poesy,  ar.d  song.  1  even  determined  to 
*'  emulate  their  talents,  and  to  become  a 
'*  candidate  for  the  golden  violet  instituted 
**  by  the  accomplished  Clemence  d'Isaure, 
'*  countess  of  Thoulouse,  as  the  reward  of 
'*  poetical  merit.  I  hastened  to  Thou- 
^*  louse  in  the  habit  of  a  minstrel,  and 
"  sung  those  verses  to  the  harp  which 
*'  were  the  first  effusions  of  my  rustic 
"  muse.  My  youth  and  rank  shed  anex- 
"  traneous  merit  on  my  lays  they  intrinsi- 
'^  cally  did  not  possess  :  the  golden  violet 
**  was  adjudged  me,  and  gratified  ambi- 
*'  tion  Hushed  her  triumphs  in  my  young 
^*  aspiring  heart.  1  was  then  scarcely 
'*  sixteen  i  and  the  errors  of  youth,  in  a 
^'  literary  sense,  generally  find  that  tolera- 
'*  tion  which,  in  a  moral  one,  is  so  seldom 
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"  denied  them.  My  indulgent  father  paf- 
^'  ticipated  in  my  success ;  and  though 
''  then  at  Paris^  suffered  me  to  remain  at 
'*  Thoulouse,  to  perfect  myself  in  the  ele- 
"  gant  and  useful  exercises  of  the  sword 
'^  and  horsemanship,  until  weariness  or 
''  satiety  should  cancel  the  immunity. 

**  It  was  at  this  period  I  formed  a  friend- 
^'  ship  with  a  young  Englishman  of  rank^ 
"  Robert  Sidney, *^  the  second  son  of  Sir 
"  Henry  Sidney,  brother  to  the  immortal 
*'  Sir  Philip,  and  nephew  to  the  favourite 
"  of  Elizabeth,  the  celebrated  Earl  of 
"  Leicester ;  who  was  then  at  Thoulouse, 
**  on  his  return  from  Italy  by  France  to 
'*  England,  under  the  care  of  his  intelli- 
•*  gent  tutor,  Mr.  Savill,f  and  accompa- 
"  nied  by  another  young  Englishman  of 
**  fortune,  Mr.  Nevill.  Fascinated  by 
''  the  manners,  the  talents,  the  solid  and 

*  Afterwards  earl  of  Leicester. 
f  See  Sir   Philip  Sidney's  Letter  to  his  brother 
Robert. 
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''  useful  information,  which  distinguished 
"  this  little  groupe  of  foreigners  from  the 
*^  frivolous  visitants  which  Italy  so  fre- 
*^  quently  sent  us^  and  the  volatile  and  un- 
**  steady  though  sanguine  characters  of 
«*  the  young  Provencals,  I  clung  to  these 
'*  amiable  strangers,  and  so  far  insinuated 
''  myself  into  their  favour,  as  to  induce 
**  them  to  accompany  me  back  to  Mon'. 
''  targis,  where  they  became  my  guest*  for 
''  some  weeks, 

^'  Under  the  guiding  precepts,  with  the 
^'  shining  example,  of  his  illustrious  bro- 
«*  ther  to  light  him  on  his  way,  the  young- 
*'  er  Sidney  had  travelled  over  the  greater 
''  part  of  Europe,  and  was  now  returning 
'*  to  England,  rich  in  the  spoils  of  his  ac- 
'*  curate  observation  on  men  and  man- 
<*  ners;  and  when  he  dwelt  with  anima- 
**  tion  on  the  scenes  through  which  he  had 
''  passed,  the  characters  he  had  mingled 
^*  with,  or  the  adventures  he  had  encoun- 
''  tered,  I  shrunk  back  upon  myself  in  con- 
*'  scious   inferiority,    and  secretly  repro- 
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"  bated  the  fond  apprehensions  Of  my  fa- 
*'  ther,  which  had  confined  me  so  long 
'•  within  the  safe  limits  of  a  domestic  cir- 
*'  cle.  But  when  my  new  friend  spoke  of 
*'  his  illustrious,  his  all-accomplished  bro- 
*'  ther^  who  was  by  many  years  his  elder; 
*'  when  I  learnt  that  Sir  Philip  Sidney, 
*'  when  little  more  than  my  age,  had  tra- 
**  veiled  through  Europe^  commanding  at- 
*^  tention  from  every  ear,  respect  from 
"  every  mind,  affection  from  every  heart; 
^'  that  the  proud  Austrian  viceroy  of  the 
'^  Netherlands  treated  him  with  more  pub- 
*"*  lie  honours  than  the  ambassadors  of  so- 
*^  vereigns;  and  tiiough  a  stranger,  with- 
'^  out  title,  power,  or  any  of  those  alluring 
''  baits  to  popularity,  he  had  been  in  elec- 
'^  tion  for  the  crown  of  Poland,  a  circum- 
"  stance  more  glorious  than  if  the  diadem 
*'  of  a  world  had  encircled  his  brow  by 
*' inheritance  ; — my  bosom  glowed,  my 
J*  heart  beat — I  felt  as  did  Cffisar  when 
^'  he  read  of  the  juvenile  feats  of  Alexan- 
^[  der,     I  accompanied  my  English  friends 
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"  to  Paris  :  I  tlirevv  myself  at  my  father's 
''  feet,  conjured  him  no  longer  to  sulTcr 
*'  his  son,  his  only  son,  to  waste  the  pre- 
''  cious  years  of  youth  in  inglorious  indo- 
"  lence,  but  to  permit  me  to  visit  that 
*'  country  which  claimed  Sir  Philip  Sid- 
*'  ney  as  her  son,  which  then  boasted  of  a 
"  Raleigh _,  an  Essex,  a  Bacon,  a  Shak- 
"  speare  !  My  entreaties  were  seconded 
*'  by  the  pressing  instances  of  my  new 
^*  friends,  and  a  polite  invitation  from  Sir 
"  Henry  Sidney.  My  father's  tenderness 
**  yielded  to  those  combined  solicitations, 
'*  and  I  was  suffered  to  accompany  these 
•'  amiable  Englishmen  to  their  native 
"  country.  I  was  received  at  Baynard 
"  Castle  with  the  cordial  welcome  which 
^*  distinguishes  the  old  English  hospitality 
''  from  that  of  the  continent ;  not  only  by 
^'  Sir  Henry,  who  had  just  returned  from 
^'  his  third  expedition  to  Ireland  as  Lord- 
"  Deputy,  but  by  the  lady  Mary  Sidney, 
''  a  daughter  of  the  illustrious  house  of 
*'  Northumberland,  and   by  their  incom- 
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*^  parable  son,  on  whom  nature,  fame,  and 
*^  fortune,  seemed  to  vie  in  showering  th« 
«*  choicest  favours.  As  learned  in  the 
*'  schools  as  gallant  in  the  field,  as  ele- 
*'  gantly  refined  at  the  levee  as  unaifect- 
*^  edly  endearing  in  his  domestic,  circle, 
^^  hyperbole  itself  musk  fail  in  the  attempt 
<^  to  do  justice  to  bis  illustrious  character. 
^*  Although  his  own  poetic  genius  was 
<«  suflicient  to  command  immortality,  the 
«'  Meecenas  of  his  day,  he  had  the  true 
*^  greatness  of  mind  to  encourage  merit  in 
"  others  wherever  he  found  it,  unbiassed 
*'  by  the  narrow  views  of  policy  or  osten- 
«'  tation.  It  was  at  his  house  I  became  ac- 
<'  quainted  with  the  celebrated  Edmund 
'^  Spencer  j  his  friend  John  Chalkhill,  the 
'*  pastoral  poet ;  Mr.  Fairfax,  the  elegant 
'^  translator  of  Tasso,  and  William  Shak- 
"  gpeare,  the  first  dramatic  poet  of  this  or 
''  perhaps  any  other  age.  There  too  I  be- 
'^  came  known  to  Sir  Philip's  friend  and 
''  relative  the  all-accomplished  Grcville, 
**  lord  Brooke,  who  united  so  much  solid 
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'^  learninff  to  all  the  attractive  blandish- 
**  ments  of  poetical  genius ;  Sir  Walter 
**  Raleigh,  of  whose  universal  capacity  it 
*'  has  been  said,  he  was  born  only  for  what 
**  he  undertook ;  the  witty  Sir  John  Har- 
"  rington,  who  has  flung  over  the  splendid 
'^  images  of  Ariosto  the  graces  of  English 
"  drapery;  and  the  earl  of  Essex^  the  hero 
'*  of  his  nation,  the  idol  of  his  sovereign's 
*^  heart,  and  undoubtedly  one  of  the  most 
*'  elegant  writers  of  the  day. 

"  Among  those  bright  Pleiades,  a  coun- 
'^  tryman  of  my  own  shone  a  star  of  no 
"  inferior  magnitude ;  but  his  lustre  was 
*'  rather  the  reflection  of  superior  virtue 
*'  than  superior  talents.  The  chevalier  de 
*'  Sorville  was  then  a  visitor  at  Baynard 
'*  castle :  he  had  many  years  before  formed 
''  a  connection  with  Sir  Philip^  when  the 
'*  latter  was  on  his  travels ;  he  had  met 
'^  him  at  Paris  during  the  fatal  eve  of  St. 
"  Bartholomew.  Of  diiferent  persuas'oiis 
'*  they  had  been  equally  active  in  the  c.iuse 
^*  of  humanity,  when  the  bigotry  of  mis- 
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"  taken  relig^ion  aimed  a  vital  blow  at  her 
"heart;  till  the  benevolent  temerity  of 
"  the  chevalier  rendered  him  incapable  of 
*'  further  exertion,  and  the  perils  which 
*'  surrounded  him  obliged  the  young  Eng- 
''  lishman  to  seek  personal  safety  in  the 
^^  house  of  the  then  English  ambassador, 
"  the  celebrated  Sir  Francis  Walsingham. 

*'  As  the  friend  and  relative  of  the  count 
^'  St.  Dorvalj  I  met  the  cordial  advances 
"  of  the  amiable  de  Sorville  with  coldness 
"  and  reluctance.  His  superior  mind 
^'  smiled  compassionately  on  the  prejudice 
*^*  of  my  boyish  unformed  character,  and 
'*  to  his  persevering  kindness  I  now  owe 
''the  proudest  boast  of  my  life,  that  of  be- 
^'  ing  his  friend. 

^'  The  visit  of  this  virtuous  man  to 
^'  England  was  not  merely  a  visit  of  friend- 
^*  ship  or  curiosity:  his  mind  still  point- 
"  ing  with  invariable  impulse  to  the  mag- 
*^  netic  attraction  of  benevolence,  he  had 
*'  come  to  England  in  the  hope  of  amelio- 
*'  rating  the  fate  of  the  hugonot  emi- 
*'  grants^  whom  the  cruelty  of  Philip  II. 
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*'  had  expatriated  from  the  Netherlands, 
"  by  his  interest  with  the  British  minister 
''  through  the  medium  of  the  Sidney  fa- 
''  mily.  He  had  also  then  formed  a  reso- 
*'  lution  of  visiting  those  of  the  jails  in 
*'  Europe  whose  wretched  inhabitants 
*'  have  since  experienced  the  generosity  of 
"  his  nature  (to  which  his  open  purse  was 
*'  ever  inadequate)  and  the  effects  of  his 
''  medical  skill,  which  his  study  of  physic 
*'  had  rendered  eminent. 

'*  Need  1  add  that,  in  such  society, 
"  every  moment  was  more  precious  than 
'*  an  age  of  common-place  existence? 
''  that  every  better  faculty  of  my  young 
*'  and  ardent  mind  was  roused  into  exer- 
*'tion;  and  that  spirit  of  emulation, 
''  breathing  over  those  embers  of  nature's 
'*  fire^  which  the  lulling  powers  of  a  flat- 
"  tering  fortune  had  suffered  almost  to  be- 
"  come  all  that  I  most  admired  in  those 
"  whose  illustrious  characters  made  me 
^'  feel  the  inconsequence  of  rank  aod 
'J  riches,   unaccompanied  by  virtue^  ta- 
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'' lents^  org-eiiius?  My  father  allowed 
"  me  a  brilliant  establishment;  and  at  my 
**  own  desire  my  preceptors  were  English. 
'^  While  with  the  younger  Sidney  I  pur- 
^^  sued  the  liberal  studies  marked  out  for 
*' him  by  his  all-intelligent  brother^  or 
*'  practised  those  manly  and  fashionable 
*'  exercises  in  which  the  young  English 
''  nobility  excel.  Sir  Philip  Sidney  wasap- 
'^  pointed  governor  of  Flushing  by  Eliza- 
''  beth.  His  departure  shed  a  gloom^  not 
**  only  over  his  family,  but  his  country, 
^^  that  seemed  prophetic:  for,  after  having 
^'  signalized  himself  in  a  manner  so  heroi- 
"  cal  as  awakened  even  the  admiration  of 
''  his  enemies,  at  the  battle  of  Zutphen, 
'^  where  his  third  horse  was  killed  under 
"  him,  he  received  a  mortal  wound,  of 
'^  which  he  languished  twenty- five  days, 
'*  and  died  in  the  flower  of  liis  age,  the 
"^  meridian  of  his  glory. 

''  After  a  residence  in  England  of  nearly 
''  two  years, — a  residence  prolonged  by 
**  my  father's  wishes,  as  France  was  at 
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"  that  period  the  scene  of  general  warfare 
''  and  civil  discord, — I  returned  to  Paris 
''  in  1580,  anxious  to  follow  in  the  track 
'«  of  heroism  marked  out  by  the  illustrious 
'*  Henry  of  Navarre,  but  tied  by  my  fa- 
'<  mily  interest  to  the  house  of  Valois.  On 
*'  the  side  of  the  kini^  of  Navarre  I  dared 
^'  not  draw  my  sword ;  against  him  I 
'^  would  not.  Almost  personally  attached 
*'  to  this  amiable  monarch,  worshi[)lng 
"  the  heroic  virtues  of  his  character,  con- 
**  vinced  of  the  justice  of  his  claims,  and 
'*  compassionating  those  injuries  which 
"  the  power  and  hatred  of  Catherine  had 
'*  so  long  lieaped  on  him,  I  had  no  alter- 
*«  native  but  to  be  an  inactive  spectator  of 
^'  his  unremitted  sulferings;  or  to  fly  in 
"  the  face  of  my  father  and  my  king,  and 
"join  the  standard  of  ttie  persecuted  but 
*<  ever-magnanimous  Henry. 

*'  It  was  not  till  the  two  kings  embraced 
<'  on  the  plain  of  Tours,  that  I  had  the 
<•  happiness  of  judging  from  actual  obser- 
''  vation  of  the  illustrious  virtues  of  that 
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'*  character^  which  even  the  exaggerater 
*'  Fame  had  but  faintly  blazoned.    Shortly 
'*  after  Henry  III.  was  murdered;  and  my 
''  father  was  among  the  first  of  the  nobi- 
"  lity  who  acknowledged  Henry  IV.    as 
"  the  lawful  sovereign  of  France,  and  at- 
"  tached  themselves  to  his  service.     Hum- 
<<  bly  following  in  that  luminous  path  over 
<■<■  which  the  splendid  achievements  of  the 
^'  king  shed  their  glorious  rays^  from  that 
'*  moment  I  have  revolved  round  the  mo- 
*'  narch  as  a  cynosure  of  valour,  by  whose 
''  beams  1  might  hope  to  shine  with  re- 
'•  fleeted  light.     1  have  fought  beneath  his 
''  eye,  in  all  these  engagements  which  the 
*^  obstinacy  of  faction  has  multiplied   al- 
'^  most   beyond   calculation  :    and   that   1 
"  have  been  publicly  distinguished  by  his 
*'  unmerited  notice^  is  a  circumstance  less 
^'  grateful  to  my  feelings  and  my  heart, 
*'  than  that  1  have  been  honoured  by  his 
"  private  attention  and  personal  regard. 
"  But,  while  I  thus  weary  your  patience, 
''  my  indulgent  auditress,   by  a  tale  so  di- 
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*  vested  of  interest,  let  me  hasten  to  that 

*  period  whose  golden  aspect  shines  re- 

*  splendent  over  the  subject  hours  of  time, 

*  and  lives  eternal  in  the  records  of  the 
<  heart;  that  sweet  period  in  which  I  felt 
«  a  new  sense  of  existence  steal  over  my 

*  awakening  senses,  in  which  I  first  be- 

*  held  Imogen  of  Montmorell. 

<<  A  love  of  arms  has  been  the  unahena- 

*  ble  inheritance  of  a  IMontargis,    since 

*  first  in  the  fields  of  Palestine  they  re- 
'  ceived  the  honour  of  knighthood  from 
^  St.  Louis.  Deeply  versed  in  the  achiev- 
«  ments  of  the  heroes  of  France  from 
'  the  prowess  of  Charlemagne  to  the  he- 
^  roic  deeds  of  Henry  IV.  1  burned  to 
'  draw  my  sword  with  emulating  vigour, 
^  and  to  gather  those  laurels  in  my  youth 
'  on  which  the  brow  of  age  could  repose 

*  in  the  proLid  consciousness  of  self-appro- 
'  bation.  But  circumstances,  already 
'  enumerated,  prevented  my  engaging  in 
'  the  civil  wars  of  France;  and  the  in- 

*  testine  discords  which  agitated  Italy,  and 
'  which  were  rather  the  struggling  eftbrts 
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*^  of  banditti  for  tlie  supremacy  of  slaugh- 
^^  ter  and  rapine,  offered  no  colour  of  ex- 
'^  cuse  to  a  man  of  honour  to  join  in 
^*  them :  besides,  my  ardent  passion  for 
*'  arms  was  tempered  by  a  sentiment  which 
"  had  been  the  object  of  early  reflection, 
*'  strengthened  into  principle,  that  he  who 
*^  draws  an  offensive  sword,  who  endea- 
«'  vours  to  purchase  fame  by  the  wanton 
**  destruction  of  his  species,  even  though 
*^  success  sheds  her  roses  over  the  bloody 
^  track  of  his  deathful  career,  and  the 
"  wreath  of  conquest  blushes  round  his 
^'  victor  brow,  is  but  an  assassin.  Let  the 
'^  sword  of  the  valiant  leap  from  its  scab- 
«<  bard  in  the  cause  of  oppression ;  let  it 
«'  deal  destruction  to  those  who  would 
'^  violate  the  liberty  of  their  country,  in- 
'•  fringe  upon  the  sanctity  of  its  laws,  who 
*'  would  aim  a  blow  at  the  life  of  a  wise 
*'  and  virtuous  sovereign,  or  impiously 
*^  dare  to  profane  the  sacred,  the  immuta- 
^'  ble,  rights  of  mankind  :  but  let  it  repose 
^'  for  ever,  with  the  spirit  of  un wakened 
*'  vengeance,  in  honourable  peace,  rather 
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'*  than  stain  its  polished  surface  with  the 
^'  blood  of  the  invalid,  the  enslaved,  or 
*'  unresistini^-.^ 

A  briijrhtcr  glow  burnt  on  the  cheek  of 
the  baron  as  he  spoke  ;  the  animation  of 
his  eyes  kindled  into  radiance,  and  the 
tones  of  his  voice  rose  beyond  their  ordi- 
nary round  and  harmonious  pitch  :  then^ 
after  a  pause,  while  the  kindling  counte- 
nance of  Imogen  reflected  back  the  fire  of 
his  own,  and  her  half-moving  lips  seemed 
to  articulate  those  sentiments  which  her 
heart  so  truly,  so  sympathetically  echoed^ 
he  added,  modestly  casting  down  his  eyes: 

"  Some  little  opposition  of  sentiment  and 
''  conduct  brought  on  the  displeasure  of  the 
"  then  reigning  king,*  and  the  strongest 
"  disapprobation  of  my  father.  I  was  sent, 
''  a  willing  exile,  to  the  chateau  de  Montar- 
"^  gis.  Fleet  and  pleasant  were  the  hours  of 
"■  my  unbroken  solitude  ;  the  soft  recollec- 
*'  lions  of  the  heart  gave  me  back  those  ob- 
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'Ejects  SO  beloved  in  childhood,  and  awak- 
''  ened  a  lingering  thrill  of  those  transports 
**  which  usher  in  the  golden  dawn  of  life. 
''  Music  and  poetry  again  received  my 
"  homage  ;  nor  did  their  blandishments 
''  alone  occupy  my  time  and  thoughts. 
"  No  baron  in  the  south  of  France  boasted 
"  a  more  numerous  vassalage  than  my  fa- 
"  ther:  brought  up  and  educated  amongst 
"^  the  young  serfs  of  the  extensive  domain 
^' of  Montargis,  frequently  the  participa- 
''  tor  of  their  rural  sports,  and  their  com- 
''  petitor  in  rural  games^  I  had  acquired 
"  an  interest  in  their  hearts,  which  neither 
''  my  rank  nor  fortune  could  have  en- 
*'  dowed  me  with.  France  boasted  not  a 
''  bolder  or  more  vigorous  race  of  peasan- 
''  try.  The  chain  which  feudal  immunity 
"  vested  in  the  hands  of  power  sat  lightly 
'^  over  them  ;  and  the  spirited  ardour  even 
'^  of  com|)arative  independence  warmed 
*'  their  minds,  and  mingled  its  spirit  with 
''  that  true  Provencal  hilarity  which  their 
''  skies  for  ever  blue,  their  gales  for  ever 
''  genial,  inspire. 
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''  I  always  delighted  in  tliat  antique  pu- 
''  rity  of  morals,  that  still-retained  charac- 
^^  ter  of  ancient  manners,  and  that  still- 
''  cherished  taste  for  poesy  and  song*, 
"  which  from  its  first  colonization  distin- 
'*  guished  Provence  ;  and  I  now  delighted 
"  in  embodying  those  of  its  animated  and 
''  hardy  youths,  whom  at  a  future  day  I 
**  should  claim  as  my  own  immediate  sub- 
*'  jects,  into  a  little  military  phalanx,  more 
*'  precious  to  my  heart  than  that  of  Alex- 
"  ander's,  all  invincible  as  it  was,  could 
^'  have  been  to  his :  for  every  artery  of 
''  that  heart  swelled  with  a  kind  of  colla- 
^'  teral  afiection  for  those  who  would  as 
'*  willingly  have  sacrificed  their  lives  for- 
"  me,  as  I  would  have  laid  down  mine  for 
''  them.  Well-skilled  in  the  theory  of 
'*  tactics  and  use  of  arms,  though  little 
''  versed  in  the  practice,  my  own  unwea- 
"  ried  endeavours,  and  the  assistance  of 
'^  some  veteran  officers  belonging  to  the 
''  garrison  of  Avignon,  soon  rendered  my 
"  little  army  one  of  the  best  disciplined 
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**  in  the  realm.  The  vigour  of  constita- 
''  lion,  the  ardour  of  youth,  the  spirited 
"  vivacity  of  their  province,  all  conduced 
"  to  perfect  them  into  dauntless  and  able 
*'  soldiers. 

*'  Accustomed  alternately  to  wield  the 
**  instruments  of  war  or  the  implements  of 
*'  agriculture,  they  were  now  enabled  to 
''  defend  the  fields  they  cultivated  ;  and, 
''  proud  of  their  newly-acquired  preroga- 
"  tive^  laid  down  those  arms  they  wielded 
'^  during  the  winter  season^  and  resumed 
''  the  cutting-knife  of  the  summer  vin- 
^Mage.  ^^llen  time  and  the  fond  solici- 
^*^  tations  of  nature  restored  me  to  my  fa- 
^' ther's  litart,  I  h  ste  e  i  to  Paris,  and 
''  continued  in  the  new  king's  army,*  hur- 
**  ried  on  by  the  perpetual  vicissitudes  of 
"  civil  war,  almost  forgetful  of  my  little 
'*  provin':ial  forces:  when  the  discomfi- 
''  ture  of  his  majesty  before  the  walls  ef 
**  Rouenne,  and  liis  doubtful  hopes  of 
''  success  before  those  of  Neufchatel,  call- 
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^'  ed  for  the  most  vigorous'exertions  on  the 
**  part  of  his  adherents  Several  of  the 
*'  nobihty  bad  flown  to  their  castles,  armed 
*'  their  vassals,  and  returned  to  the  field 
"  with  those  hastily  embodied  and  ill  orga- 
"  nized  troops,*  who  had  only  animal 
"  courage  to  -'^upply  the  deficiency  of  mi- 
"  litary  skill.  It  was  then  the  recollec- 
^'  tion  of  my  ccrps  de  reserve  started  to  my 
*"*  mind  ;  and  in  the  same  moment  they 
*'  were  offered  and  accepted  by  the  king. 
'^  The  difficulties  however  I  had  to  en- 
''  counter  were  such,  as  those  noblemen 
*'  who  had  brought  their  auxiliary  troops 
''  to  the  royal  camp  were  not  exposed  to. 
''  I  had  to  lead  a  considerable  body 
*^'  from  the  most  southern  to  almost  the 
**  most  northern  part  of  France,  and 
'through  those  provinces  tliickly  scat- 
"  tored  over  with  the  enemy's  forces ;  but 

♦  In  the  luemoirs  of  the  Duke  de  Sully,  we  find 
that  faithful  minister  more  than  ouce  Hying  from  the 
royal  camp  to  the  chateau  de  Rosni,  dnd  returning  to 
the  king  with  men  and  provibions. 
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''  to  the  adventurous  mind  of  youth,  each 
"  obstacle  is  but  a  resistless  lure  to  hazard- 
^'  ous  enterprise. 

"  The  king,  with  fatherly  solicitude, 
'*  warned  me  of  the  perils  that  hung"  on 
''  the  undertaking  ;  but  his  tender  anxiety, 
"  which  buried  the  interest  of  the  sovereign 
''  in  the  safety  of  the  subject,  only  acted 
*'  as  a  stimulus  to  my  intention.*  Dis- 
*'  guised  in  the  habit  of  a  Provencal  min- 
"  strel  whom  I  had  brought  witii  me  to 
*^  the  camp,  mounted  on  his  gaudily  ca- 
'^parisoned  horse,  with  my  harp  and  pro- 
"  fessional  badge  before  me^  I  left  the 
*'  walls  of  Neufchatei  on  the  day  that  his 

*  During  the  civil  wars  of  France,  this  rnmanlic 
masquerading  in  perilous  exigencies  was  by  no  means 
unfrequeni ;  and  the  chivalrous  enthusiu^m  of  the 
times  had  comrauuicatcd  its  peculiarities  not  only  to 
the  military  spirit,  but  even  to  the  amorous  passion, 
of  the  day.  Thus  we  find  Henry  the  Great  disguised 
as  a  peasant,  bending  beneath  a  heavy  burden,  pass- 
ing through  the  heart  of  the  enemy's  army,  to  visit 
his  beautiful  mistress,  Gabrielle  D'Estrees,  at  her  fa- 
ther the  lord  de  Courcy's  castle  in  Picardy, 
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''  majesty  withdrew  his  army.  The  native 
'^  romance  of  my  character,  the  novelty 
*'  of  my  adventure,  the  sanguine  glow  of 
''  expectation,  and  the  flushing  hopes  of 
"  success,  swelled  my  heart  with  pleasure, 
*^and  animated  the  spirit  of  enterprize 
*'  almost  beyond  the  bound  of  temerity. 
"  Notcontent  with  passing  in  safety  along 
''  tlie  skirts  of  the  enemy's  camp  during 
'^  my  first  day's  journo^-,  I  determined  on 
''  the  second  to  follow  the  example  of 
''  Alfred,  and,  under  cover  of  my  min- 
**■  strelsy,  plunge  into  the  henrt  of  the 
*^*  Leaguers'  army,  become  master  of  their 
«'  intentions,  the  strength  of  their  fort'es, 
''  and,  rich  in  the  spoils  of  my  ingenuity, 
"  return  to  the  king  before  I  proceeded  to 
'^  Provence.  But  not  to  weary  thee,  sweet 
^'' lady,  with  the  loitering  details  o^ egotism, 
''  suffice  it  to  say,  timt,  having  entered  the 
**"  camp,  been  loaded  with  the  caresses  of 
"  the  goldiery,  and  even  introduced  to  the 
''  tent  of  the  heroic  prince  of  Parma  and 
"  the  duke  de  Mayenne,  I  was  discovered 
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'^  by  an  officer  of  the  royal  army  who 
'^  had  lately  g^one  over  to  the  League  ; 
'^  and,  according  to  the  inviolable  laws  of 
*'  war,  I  was  condemned  to  expiate  my 
*'  imprudence  by  my  life.  One  alterna- 
^'  live  only  was  left  me,  to  unite  myself 
*'  and  my  interests  to  those  of  the  League. 
"  To  you  1  need  not  say,  I  was  pre- 
"'  pared  to  die:  but  the  policy  of  the 
"  League  gave  deliberation  to  all  their 
"  measures,  and,  instead  of  being  led  to  in- 
''  stant  death,  I  was  conveyed  to  the  castle 

^'  of  N ,  a  strong  hold  of  the  League, 

*'  and  strictly  guarded.  The  only  indul- 
''  gence  allowed  me  was  my  harp.  Tor- 
''  tured  by  the  insupportable  agonies  of 
*'  that  suspense  which  my  doubtful  fate 
"  awakened,  torn  by  the  cruel  supposition 
''  of  my  father's  sulferings  for  my  loss, 
^'  pressed  to  the  earth  by  that  profound 
*'  disappointment  which  hung  on  the  death 
"  of  my  sanguine  hopes,  and  weary  of  a 
"  confinement  which  no  friendly  visitation 
•'  enlivened,  no  social  intcrcousc  amused. 
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'*  in  the  strains  of  my  favorite  and  national 
'*  instrument  I  strove  to  lull  the  sad  per- 
''  turbations  of  my  mind,  the  cruel  disap- 
"  pointmcnt  of  my  hopes.  It  was  on  the 
"  last  evening  of  my  first  month's  confine- 
''  ment  that,  seating  myself  at  the  grates 
''  of  my  prison  casement,  I  drew  my  harp 
*'  towards  me,  and,  sunk  by  the  oppres- 
'Vsive  conviction  that,  while  my  country 
''  and  my  king  called  for  my  exertions, 
**  while  my  heart  throbbed  with  ardour, 
*'  while  every  nerve  thrilled  with  irritation, 
'*  I  was  wasting  life  away  in  the  confines 
"  of  a  prison,  with  no  hope  of  release  but 
'*  what  a  threatened  death  held  out,  I 
**  struck  a  few  low  chords,  and  murmured 
*'  out  the  plaintive  sonnet  of  Tasso,  written 
''  during  his  long  and  unjust  imprison- 
*'  ment,  and  which  so  simply,  so  affect- 
**  ingly,  depicts  the  sorrows  of  his  heart. 

"  Tu  che  vai  in  Pindo 

"  Ivi  pendc  mia  citra  ad  un  cipresso 

"  Salutala  in  mio  home  e  dille  poi 

"  Chio  so  dagli  anni  c  da  fortuna  oppresso.*' 
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"  Tears,  such  as  those  which  haply  in 
'*  the  bitterness  of  his  heart  fell  from  the 
'*  eyes  of  the  Italian  bard  as  he  indited 
'*  these  lines,  fell  on  the  chords  of  my 
"^  harp  as  I  sun*^  them  ;  and,  vanquished 
"  by  the  hopeless  influence  of  despon- 
*'  dency,  my  hands  fell  from  the  instra- 
"  ment,  the  air  died  on  my  lips.  At  that 
*'  moment  a  voice  without  the  g'rate  took 
'*  up  the  unfinished  air,  and  answered  to 
*'  my  plaints  in  the  well-known  dialect  of 
"  my  native  province.  If  my  recollection 
'*  assists  me  right,  the  sonnet  ran  thus  : 

*'  Let  not  hope  expire  in  the  heart  of 
*'  the  valiant  What  suffering  is  support- 
'^  able,  if  that  which  arises  from  our  virtue 
"  and  our  courage  is  not  to  be  endured  ? 
'^  Montargis  is  in  the  hands  of  his  ene- 
*'  mies  ;  but  a  power  higher  than  they 
*'  possess  hovers  round  him  wilh  the  wings 
^'  of  safety.  Sweet  and  omnipotent  is  its 
"  influence  ;  it  shall  rescue  him  from  dan- 
'^  ger,  and  plunge  him  into  a  slavery  more 
''  precious  than  freedom,  whose  fetters  are 
''  roses,  whose " 
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The  baron  suddenly  stopt;  then,  cast- 
ing down  his  eyes,  added  :  *'  But  the  rest 
''  of  this  wild  and  mysterious  strain  hcs 
"  escaped  recollection.  Suflice  it  to  say, 
"  that,  while  I  hun<^  in  amazement  on  the 
"  sound,  it  suddenly  ceased.  When  hope 
**  illumines  her  lamp  in  the  cell  of  cap- 
'*  tivity,  the  dungeon's  noxious  vapour  and 
"  chilling  gloom  evaporate,  and  the  cap- 
*'  tive  revels  in  the  sweet  anticipation  of 
**  ideal  liberty;  despair  flies  his  heart,  and 
«*  smiling  expectation  smooths  the  pensive 
''  furrow  of  his  care-knit  brow.  From 
<<  the  moment  I  heard  those  strains  of  na- 
*'  tive  melody,  which  embodied  the  belief 
*'  of  a  speedy  emancipation,  I  became  in- 
t'  sensible  to  the  shackles  of  my  froward 
^^  destiny.  Mysterious  as  were  the  senti- 
*'  raents  of  the  song,  they  lured  back  hope 
*'  to  my  sinking  heart;  and  in  a  variety  of 
''  wild  surmises,  vague  expectations,  and 
"  flattering  thoughts,  passed  away  a  night 
*'  despair  no  longer  rendered  wakeful. 
"  The  impatient  weariness  of  suspense 
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'*  hung  heavily  on  the  lagging  hours  of 
'*  the  succeeding  day,  and  my  heart  wel- 
**  corned  in  the  pensive  approach  of  even- 
"  ing  with  a  throb  of  rapture  long  unknown 
<*  to  its  languid  pulsation.  Again  I  seated 
''  myself  at  the  casement,  struck  a  few 
^'  chords  on  my  harp,  and  accompanied  a 
*'  Provencjal  air  with  my  voice.  I  paused 
**  in  all  the  anxiety  of  intense  expectation, 
"  but  no  note  of  sympathy  echoed  back 
*'  the  strain.  My  heart  trembled  over  the 
'*  wreck  of  my  hopes. 

<«  Again  I  played;  again  I  paused,  but 
"  paused  in  vain  :  and  despair  and  disap- 
<'  pointment  rose  over  the  ruins  of  my 
'*  treacherous  expectations :  and  yet,  ere 
"  the  first  faint  beam  of  morning  played 
*'  through  the  grating  of  my  prison-win- 
'*  dow,  free  as  the  fragrant  air  I  breathed, 
''  I  found  myself  a  league  from  the  town 

^^  of  N .     It  seemed  the  work  of  ma- 

'*  gie,  and  conviction  almost  refused  its 
'*  suffrage  to  the  testimony  of  the  senses.'* 

««  And  by  what  extraordinary  means,  my 
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<<  lord,"  interrupted  Imogen,  with  a  look 
and  accent  of  intense  curio-^ity,  "  did  you 
*'  so  suddenly  regain  your  freedom?" 

The  rich  colouring  of  the  baron's  cheek 
flushed  to  the  deepest  tints  of  crimson. 
*«  Pardon  rae,"  said  he  in  a  voice  of  hesi- 
tation :  '^  over  the  mystery  of  my  eman- 
'*  cipation  suffer  the  finger  of  silence  to 
'*  weave  her  impenetrable  veil :  'tis  honour 
''  that  commands,  gratitude  that  imposes 
'^'^it;  and  delicacy  forbids  that  revelation 
''  pride  might  triumph  to  effect."  The 
baron  paused  and  sighed  ;  Imogen  caught 
the  warm  infection  of  his  blush,  sighed 
back  his  sigh,  and  pursued  his  downcast 
eye  with  a  glance  in  which  no  common 
curiosity,  no  moderate  interest,  shone; 
then,  hastily  withdrawing  her  all-demand- 
ing gaze  from  the  uplifted  eyeof  thebaron^ 
she  bowed  her  head,  and  he  continued : 
''  During  the  tedious  three  months  which 
"  in  desponding  inactivity  I  passed  in  the 
*'  limits  of  my  prison's  cell,  the  opposing 
*'  armies  of  France^  led  by  their  respec- 
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*^  tive  brave  and  noble  chiefs,  had  under- 
**  acne  a   series  of  warlike  vicissitudes, 
*i  which,  perplexed  and  confused,  mocked 
<«  the  power  of  accurate  delineation  to  re- 
*'  cord.      To    the   sieges  of  Rouen   and 
"  Neufchatel  succeeded  several  splendid 
^'  victories  gained  by  the  king-  over  the 
*'  Leaguers,   who  owed  their  final  pre- 
*'  servation  to  that  wonderful  retreat  of 
**  their  general  the  duke  of  Parma,  which 
"  fame  shall  trumpet  to  admiring  ages  till 
**  her  last  blast  shall  die  in  eternity.    It  was 
*'  during  that  period  of  awful  suspense  the 
*^  two  armies  lay  scattered  along  the  shores 
*^  of  the  Seine,  (that  of  the  king  lulled 
<*  into  proud  but  delusive  security  by  re- 
<'  cent  success,  that  of  the  league  on  the 
**  eager  watch  to  seize  some  golden  op- 
^'  portunity  of  redressing  their  losses  and 
"  escaping  the  vigilance  of  the  watchful 
*'  conqueror)  that  the  duke  of  Parma,   at 
'^  the  head  of  his  forces,  in  the  space  of 
^'  one  short  night,  crossed  the  rapid  Seine 
*^  orer  a  slight  and  precarious  bridge  of 
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«<  boats  ;  and  to  this  astonishing  strata- 
^'  gem  the  illustrious  hero  owed  the  pre- 
**  servation  of  his  glory,  and^  what  must 
*'  have  been  dearer  to  the  heart  of  the 
''  man,  the  safety  and  lives  of  the  forces 
*'  he  commanded. 

*•  The  following  morning  presented  to 
'^  the  astonished  gaze  of  the  self- wrapt  roy- 
"  alists  a  scene  that  appeared  almost  un- 
''  derthe  influenceof  magical  operation;  a 
"  desolated  plain,  where  a  few  hours  before 
'^  a  splendid  armament  spread  its  numerous 
*'  and  gaudy  multitude,  now  appeared  to 
''  their  eye  unmarked  even  by  a  single  trace 
"  of  that  pompous  retinue  of  war,  the  splen- 
''  did  panoply  of  military  establishment, 
''  which  in  the  sunbeam  of  the  preceding 
"  evening  glittered  to  their  eyes^  or  of  the 
''  busy  bustling  murmur  of  a  camp's  unbri- 
"  died  licence,  which  the  stillness  of  the 
''  midnight  breeze  had  wafted  to  their  ears. 

"  An  action  so  congenial  to  the  spirit 
"  of  the  king,  even  though  performed  by  an 
['  enemy,  called  forth  in  his  generous  heart 
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''  the  liveliest  sympathy  of  admiration  ; 
''  and  the  successful  stratagem  of  his  rival, 
<*  far  from  depressing  his  spirits,  only 
^^  served  as  a  stimulus  to  an  exertion  of 
<<  corresponding  heroism.  He  ^instantly 
**  assembled  a  council  of  war,  and  pro- 
**  posed  the  immediate  pursuit  of  the  ene- 
<^  my  over  the  narrow  pass  of  the  pont  de 
**  TArch.  But  the  council  of  Henry,  like 
^*  his  army,  was  composed  of  those  whose 
*^  views,  interests,  religions,  and  princi- 
*'  pies,  were  equally  opposed,  and  ever 
"  kept  alive  a  mutual  distrust  and  differ- 
"  ence  of  opinion  with  respect  to  mea- 
'^  sures,  which  frequently  frustrated  the 
**  best-designed  projects  of  their  king. 

"  In  the  instance  of  this  proposal  only, 
^'  however,  the  crude  contraries  of  faction 
*^  seemed  to  blend  into  one  united  mass 
"  of  opposition  against  the  bold  and  poli- 
"  tic  measure  proposed  by  their  king. 
"  The  heart  of  Henry  received  a  pro- 
'^  found  wound  by  this  opposition ;  but 
\'  the  vaulting  hopes  of  his  magnanimous 
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''  emulation  were  forced  to  swim  with  the 
''  torrent  of  popular  opinion  ;  and  that 
"  year's  campaign  being  concluded,  he 
"  resolved  to  turn  the  opinion  of  his  coun- 
*'  cil  to  some  account,  by  granting  a  truce 
*'  to  the  harassing  fatigues  of  war,  and 
"  giving  that  repose  to  his  troops  that 
"  would  cheer  and  invigorate  them  for  fu- 
**  ture  action.  With  that  lavish  generosity, 
*'  whicli  his  liberal  nature  so  frequently 
"  suffers  to  degenerate  into  an  imprudence 
*'  by  which  he  is  ever  a  sufferer,  he  distri- 
'*  buted  all  the  money  he  possessed  among 
"  his  soldiers,  and  permitted  the  officers  to 
'*  return  to  their  respective  homes,  until 
''  the  urgency  of  the  times  should  agaia 
''  call  on  their  exertions.  Then^  deter- 
**  mining  to  seize  on  this  temporary  eman- 
"  cipation  from  the  blood-stained  shackles 
''  of  war,  and  convert  it  into  an  era  of 
"  blissful  enjoyment^  the  king  resigned 
''  himself  to  another  species  of  bondage, 
*'  whose  chains  are  of  roses,  but  of  roses 
''  not  always  t hornless.    The  royal  Henry, 

TOL.  II.  I 
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"  ever  alive  to  the  allurements  of  pleasure 
*'  when  the  claims  of  duty  did  not  oppose 
*'  her  witchcraft  spell,  was  at  this  period 
''  in  the  first  stage  of  that  passion  which 
''  the  beautiful  Gabrielle  d'Estrees  still 
^'  keeps  alive  in  his  usually  inconstant 
''  heart.  His  mind,  harassed  by  the  weary- 
''  ing  oppositions  of  faction,  the  change- 
^'  ful  anxiety  of  war's  vicissitudes,  sought 
*^  a  solace  in  those  rich  blisses  love  alone 
'^  bestows;  and,  accompanied  by  a  few 
''  chosen  friends,  he  set  out  for  Picardy,* 
**  the  residence  of  his  mistress,  to  gratify 

*  Henry  the  Fourth,  when  in  pursuit  of  the  prince 
of  Parma,  stole  away  from  the  army,  and  went  to 
visit,  for  the  first  time,  the  beautiful  Gabrielle  at 
Couvres.  He  contented  himstlf  with  eating  bread 
and  butttr  at  the  gate,  th«t  he  mi^htnot  raise  any 
suspicions  in  her  father:  afterwards,  mounting  his 
horse,  he  said  he  was  going  towards  the  enemy,  and 
the  fair  one  should  see  what  deeds  he  would  perform 
through  his  passion  for  her. 

See  l^ere  Mai  hit  v,  vol.  ji.  p.  39. 

Mademoiselle  d'Estrees,  the  most  beautiful  woman 
of  the  age  she  lived  in,  was   daughter  to   Anloine 
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*'  the  longings  of  his  enamoured  heart. 
*^  Such  was  the  situation  of  affairs  when  I 

"  fled  from  the  prison  of  N .  Instead 

''  of  going  to  Picardy,  where  my  father 
"  held  the  goverment  of  a  town,  and  the 
*'  king  then  resided,  I  determined  to  con- 
''  tinue  the  route^  and  prosecute  the  in- 
''  tention  which  first  led  me  from  the 
"  camp. 

''  To  thee  I  will  confess  that  the  expe- 
"  rienced  dfsappointment  of  my  romantic 
"  views  had  not  yet  dried  up  the  source 
**  of  enthusiasm  from  whence  they  sprung; 
'*  that  I  was  still  enamoured  of  a  project 
''  which  had  for  its  object  the  service  of 
'^  my  king;  and  that  I  felt  myself  bound 
''  to  realize  a  vol un tar}?  offer  made  with  a 
''  confident  certainty  of  performance,  even 
'^  at  a  risk  imminent  as  that  I  had  already 

d'Estrees,  lord  of  Couvres,  of  the  most  ancient  fa- 
mily in  Ficirdy.  She  was  forced  by  her  father  to 
marry  Nicholas  d'Amerval,  lord  of  Liancourt,  but 
afterwards  continued  to  live  publicly  as  the  king's 
mistress  till  her  death. 
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'^  encountered.  I  determined  therefore  to 
"  proceed  to  Provence,  embody  there  my 
"  little  phalanx,  and  march  to  Picardy 
^'  to  join  the  king,  who  it  was  already 
''  rumoured  intended  to  reassemble  his 
**  forces  in  that  province,  where  he  had  as 
'^  yet  Only  shewn  himself  in  the  lists  of 
''  love.  The  only  pang  to  which  my  heart 
^^  was  alive,  at  that  moment  of  sanguine 
'^  expectation,  was  that  awakened  by  the 
"  recollection  of  my  father,  who  was  still 
''  uncertain  of  the  fate  of  his  only  son ; 
■^  while  I  was  equally  uncertain  whether 
'*  my  adventure  and  imprisonment  had 
*'  reached  his  ears ;  but  I  preferred  pro- 
"  longing  his  anxiety  a  little  to  disappoint- 
'*  ing  his  hopes. 

'*  The  sun  had  not  imbued  the  horizon 
"  with  his  golden  waves  when  I  found 
"  myself  a  league  and  a  half   from  the 

''  town  of  N .      Here,  ascending  an 

"  eminence,  I  paused,  and  turned  my  eyes 
"  towards  the  lofty  turrets  of  my  late  pri- 
l'  son,   which,   bearing    their  dark  grey 
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•^*  heads  above  the  niornini;'  mists,  rose  on 
**  my  'gaze  like  the  gloomy  visions  of 
'*  my  departed  sufferings.  All  1  had  en- 
'*  dured  there  rushed  across  my  mind  in 
**  comparative  force  with  the  feelings  and 
**  situation  of  the  present  moment.  Oh,  my 
•*  sweet  friend !  liberty,  like  health,  must 
''  be  lost  or  suspended  ere  its  blessings  can 
**  be  truly  estimated.  He  who  has  ne'er  in- 
''  haled  the  dungeon's  poisonous  vapour; 
''  who  has  ne'er  thrown  his  dim  and  hope- 
"  less  glance  o'er  the  viewless  space  of  its 
'*  dark  and  narrow  limits;  who  has  ne'er 
**  hung  upon  the  joyless  stillness  of  its 
*^  awful  silence,  to  catch  one  wished-for 
''  human  sound  ;  or  cast  an  eager  longing 
**  look  through  the  grated  loop-hole  of  his 
"  cellj  to  catch  one  beam  of  long-excluded 
''  light,  feels  not,  conceives  not,  how  much 
"  on  the  enjoyment  of  natural  and  ra- 
*'  tional  liberty  rests  the  primary  source 
''  of  all  human  felicity;  and  that  each  re- 
*'  turning  day,  which  gives  the  light  of 
'*  heaven  to  his  eye,  the  breath  of  nature 
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"  to  his  senses^  the  power  of  renovated 
**  and  unrestricted  motion  to  his  frame, 
"  (blessings  insensibly,  unthankfully  en- 
^' joyed,)  renews  tbat  covenant  by  which, 
'^^  in  the  first  moment  of  existence*  God 
"  endowed  his  creatures  with  a  natural 
*'  source  of  happiness  and  enjoyment.  As 
''  I  turned  my  eyes  from  the  gloomy  aspect 
''  of  my  prison's  awful  turrets,  and  looked 
^^  round  on  the  sweet  and  sublime  scene 
'^  that  even  to  infinity  spread  before  my 
^'  delighted  gaze  ;  when  the  dew  of  heaven 
*'  shed  its  refreshing  tears  on  my  aching 
'"^  head  ;  when  the  sun's  kindling  glories 
'^  flung  their  cheering  rays  around  me, 
"^  and  the  morning's  vigorous  fragrant 
"  breeze  breathed  health  and  spirit  over 
^'  my  senses;  when  all  I  felt,  and  all  I  be- 
**^  held,  partook  of  the  perfection,  the  har- 
''  mony,  the  love  of  Hini  by  whom  they 
"  were  created  ;  even  in  that  moment  of 
*'  sublimated  feelings  I  struck  a  few  chords 
"  on  my  harp,  still  the  companion  of  my 
*'  wanderings,  and  felt  as   if  inspiration 
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''^  descended  round  me  from  heaven.  I 
"  knelt  and  played  with  emotions  such  as 
''  the  royal  prophet  felt  when  religious 
''  enthusiasm  awoke  his  harp's  inspired 
"  strains ;  while  the  tear  of  rapture  and  of 
'^  gratitude  dried  on  my  burning  cheek. 
"  Yes,  lady,  'tis  to  thee  I  will  confess 
*'  what  the  world  would  decide  as  romantic 
"  weakness  ;  to  thee  confess,  that  a  sol- 
''  dier's  often  blood-stained  cheek  blushed 
''  not  to  receive  the  tear  religious  grati- 
''  titude  had  extracted ;  for  it  is  for  a  mind 
"  like  thine  only  to  feel  those  pure,  those 
''  sublime  emotions  which  rarefy  and  sub- 
''  limate  the  soul  of  man  to  an  essence  of 
*^  heaven  itself.'* 

''  Oh  !"  exclaimed  Imogen,  while  her 
half-raised  eye  floated  in  tear?*  of  sympa- 
thy, ''  to  few  are  given  such  refined  capa- 
"  bilities  of  feeling  ;  to  those  only  whom 
**"  heav(M)  creates  symbonc  of  its  own  per- 
"  fection,  connecting,  by  an  intermediate 
''  degree  of  excellence,  the  Almighty  to 
"  his  creatnres,  man  to  God  !" 
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The  soul-beaming  eyes  of  the  baron 
pursued  the  kindling  animation,  the  in- 
creasing tenderness,  of  Imogen's  looks  ; 
and  after  a  pause,  such  as  the  heart  and 
imagination  love  to  ])rolong,  yet  which 
covered  the  cheek  of  Imogen  with  blushes, 
and  communicated  a  soft  and  indefinable 
agitation  to  the  air  and  countenance  of  the 
baron,  he  replied :  *'  If  the  rapture  such 
''  feelings  awaken  can  admit  of  an  extra- 
''  neous  increase,  it  is  bestowed  by  the 
^'  sweet  consciousness  that  those  refined 
^'  powers  of  emotion  and  thought  are  not 
'•  a  solitary  undivided  bliss,  but,  like  every 
''  other  joy  of  the  soul,  rise  in  the  scale  of 
**  rapture  in  proportion  as  it  is  participat- 
*'  ed.  O  God  !  who  that  has  a  heart  to  feel 
**  has  tiot  felt  the  vast  difference  that  lies 
''  between  the  enjoyment  which  wakes 
*'  into  solitary  existence,  and  dies  as  it 
*'  lives,  and  that  thrilling  transport  which 
*'  steals  its  birth  from  the  glowing,  the 
''  refined  communication  of  two  kindred 
*'  souls  ?     Then,  Imogen,  when  even  the 
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'*  most  elevated  power  of  language  refuses 
**  its  expression  to  the  vivid,  the  heart-dis- 
'^  solving  feelings,  then,  my  sweet  friend! 
*'  when  the  eye's  soul-sent  glance,  the 
**  cheek's  vital  blush,  the  sigh's  rapturous 
''  heave,  and  even  (seizing  her  hand)  the 
*•  pulse's  kindred  throb,  perpetuate  the 
^'  silent  communion,  such  as  the  ignorant 
"and  unfeeling  suppose  disembodied  spi- 

'^  rits  only  hold "  The  baron  paused : 

the  hand  he  held  trembled  in  his  ardent 
grasp ;  the  melting  look  his  eye  pursued 
shrunk  beneath  the  expression  of  his 
burning  glance;  the  heart  to  which  he 
appealed  throbbed  with  soft  but  obvious 
violence.  '*  Imogen  !  O  Imogen  !'*  he 
added,  raising  her  hand  to  his  lips^  "  suffer 
**  me  even  now  to  believe  we  illustrate 
*'  the  sweetest  truth  the  heart  ever  sub- 
*'  scribed  to^  for  now^  oh  sure,  we  feel 
''  together  !" 

It  was  not  till  after  a  silence,  a  danger- 
ous silence,  of  some  minutes,  that  Imogen 

released  a  hand  that  blushed  with  the  warm 
I  2 
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impression  of  the  baron's  lip  j  and,  with  a 
faint  smile  and  tremulous  accent^  demand- 
ed if  he    believed  the  interest  his  story 
had  awakened  in  her  bosom  did  not  suffer 
from  this  long  interruption  ?     The  baron, 
starting  as  from  a  dream  ''  that  wrapt  him 
*'^  in  Elysium,"  endeavoured  to  collect  his 
scattered  thoughts,  and  reassumed  his  de- 
tail:  ''  I  continued   my  solitary  way  with 
"  a  rapid  and  silent  step,  pausing  at  in- 
'^  tervals  to    catch    the  fancied  sound  of 
^'  pursuit    and  then   hurrying  on  towards 
*'  a  smaJl  town  on   the  frontiers  of  Cham- 
*'  pagne^  which  I  intended   to  make  the 
^'  goal    of  that   day's  journey.      This    I 
''  reached  in  safety  before  sunset.     Here 
"  I  purchased  a  horse  with  what  money  I 
"had  left^  and  wrote  to  my  father.*     Re- 
*'  freshed  by  the  first  night's  sweet  and 
'*  undisturbed  slumber  I  had  long  enjoyed 
'^  (while  fancy  still  gave  to  my  ear  the  ac- 
''  customed  foot-fail  of  my  guardj  I  arose 


*  Regular  posts  were  first  established  in  France 
by  Henry  the  Fourth. 
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"  before  dawn  ;  and  mounting  my  new- 
''  purchased  steed,  and  slinging  my  harp 
^'behind  me,  I  proceeded  on  my  journey 
"  with  renovated  strength  and  spirits. 
'*  The  day  was  miki  and  beautiful,  and  I 
"  was  met  by  several  <^roups  of  peasants, 
''  who  demanded  specimens  of  my  tuneful 
'^  art,  and  endeavoured^  by  many  hospi- 
''  pitable  offers,  to  lure  me  to  theiir  hum- 
"  ble  dwellings ;  while  they  lamented  the 
*'  decay  of  my  profession,  which  was  fast 
"  falling  into  disrepute.  The  night  of 
''  this  day  I  passed  in  the  cottage  of  a 
''  wood-cutter,  whose  roof  resounded  to 
''  the  echo  of  that  merriment  and  festivity 
"  my  harp  awakened  ;  while  his  numerous 
''  and  charming  family  overwhelmed  me 
"  with  gratitude  and  caresses  for  the 
''  amusemeot  I  afforded  them.  When 
'*  wearied  with  dancing,  they  crowded 
''  round  me,  and  demanded  the  tale  of 
*'  other  times  ;  and  their  eager,  their  ex- 
'*  pressive  countenances  glowed  as  they 
'*  listened  to  the  feats  of  genii  and  fairies^ 
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''  of  giants  and  warriors;  the  young  cling- 
*'  ing  to  me  in  all  the  energy  of  unsubdued 
''  feeling  and  animated  curiosity,  the  old 
"  listening  in  sober  and  undivided  atten- 
'*  lion.  Never  did  I  feel  more  strongly 
*^'  how  much  sweeter  it  is  to  give  than  to 
^' receive  pleasure ;  never  did  I  triumph 
"  more  in  the  possession  of  my  little  talents 
*^  than  in  that  moment,  when  I  felt  con- 
'^  scious  that  it  was  to  their  influence  alone 
"  I  owed  the  admiration,  the  respect,  the 
''^  welcome,  thcit  shone  in  every  counten- 
^'  ance.  The  smiles  I  awakened  were 
^^  not  the  sycophantic  leer  of  interest  paid 
**  to  fortune  •,  the  embrace  I  received  was 
''  not  the  pressure  of  servility  allured  by 
rank.  Oh  !  the  vast  pleasure  in  being 
*'  loved,  in  being  respected  for  one's  self 
**  alone  !"  The  baron  fixed  his  impassioned 
glance  on  Imogen's  face,  and  read  in  the 
expression  of  her  eloquent  countenance 
the  corresponding  sentiments  of  her  full 
heart;  then  with  a  long-drawn  sigh  he 
continued : — 


(C 
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*'  Pleased  with  my  adventure,  I  courted 
"  a  similar  fate  the  following'  night,  and 
''  again  became  the  nocturnal  guest  of  a 
*' peasant's  dwelling;  and  the  novelty 
*'  which  an  intercourse  with  these  children 
*'  of  nature  possessed  shed  an  extraneous 
*'  charm  over  the  pleasure  such  an  intcr- 
''  course  awakened.  The  sphere  of  my 
*'  (hitherto  limited)  affections  extended  to 
"  receive  the  sentiments  these  my  lowly 
''  brethren  excited  ;  and  I  felt  the  natural 
**  affinity  as  strong  which  united  me  to  the 
*'  poor  and  lowly  as  when  it  bound  me 
''  only  to  my  ecjuals  ;  convinced  that  vir- 
*'  tue  and  genius  are  the  only  natural  dis- 
''  tinctions  which  raise  man  above  his  fel- 
^'^  lows.  It  was  on  the  evening  of  my  third 
^'  day's  journey  that  1  found  my  musing 
**  mind  had  led  me  some  leagues  from  my 
"  destined  route;  and  that,  instead  of  pur- 
"  suing  my  way  to  the  southern  skirts  of 
"  Champagne,  I  had  taken  the  road  to 
''  the  central  part  of  the  province,  over 
"  which  several  marauding  parties  of  the 
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'^  enemy's  troops  were  scattered.  The 
^*  Bun  had  already  withdrawn  his  last 
*^  beams  from  the  summits  of  the  highest 
*^  trees  of  a  forest  which  lay  to  the  east, 
'^  when,  from  an  opening  in  that  part  of 
^*^  the  road  which  flanked  a  hill  near  whose 
'^  brow  I  rode.  1  perceived  a  numerous 
"  patrole  crossin«^  the  path  1  was  about  to 
*'  take.  Sensible  of  my  danger,  I  turned 
"  my  horse's  head,  doubled  the  angle  of 
'^  the  hill,  and,  while  I  fancied  the  sound 
'^  of  pursuit  every  moment  met  my  ear 
"  more  distinctly,  I  reached  the  borders 
*'  of  the  forest.  At  that  instant  the  deep 
*^  red  clouds  which  for  some  time  had 
<^  floated,  like  vast  meteors,  in  the  at- 
*<  mosphere,  darkened  into  impenetrable 
*'  gloom  ;  then,  drawin*^  together  with 
««  electric  force,  burst  with  a  horrid  crash, 
"  and  discharged  torrents  of  rain,  while 
**  the  thunder's  distant  growl  gradually 
<*  deepened  into  peals  that  seeined  to  shake 
''  the  foundation  of  the  earth,  and  the 
"  gloom  of  impenetrable  darkness  was  at 
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"  intervals  made  visible  by  streams  of  viv- 
"  id  fire.  Scared  by  a  Hash  of  lightning, 
"  my  wild  and  ill-traint'd  ste<'d  })liinged 
*'  madly  on,  and,  before  I  could  check  his 
headlong  course  1  found  myself  in  the 
"  centre  of  the  forest  Her.  I  alighted^ 
"  threw  my  horse's  bridle  over  a  withered 
**  stump,  and,  covering  my  httle  harp  with 
^'  my  mantle,  proceeded  to  the  shelter  the 
"  wide-spreading  branches  of  a  tree  af- 
'' forded  ;  when  the  animal,  frig'itened 
*'  by  some  electric  fire  that  sank  into  the 
*^  earth  at  his  feet,  snapt  his  bridle^  and 
<«  fled  with  a  velocity  that  mocked  the 
**  hope  of  piirsuit. 

'«  Whilelabouring  under  the  unpleasant 
«  sensations  such  an  accident  and  such  a 
'«  situation  was  calculated  to  awaken,  I 
<<  perceived, -through  the  dripping  foliage, 
«  a  ray  of  light  the  surrounding  darkness 
<«  rendered  conspicuous.  Us  dusky  hue 
<*  convinced  me  it  was  emitted  from  some 
*^  distant  casement;  and,  animated  by  the 
"  hope  of  finding  an  asylum  for  the  night_, 
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'^  I  struggled  Ihroui^h  the  briars  and  urr- 
*^  derwood  that  opposed  my  passage ;  and, 
''  after  an  hour's  painful  walk,  pursuing 
<<  the  trembling  beacon  that  at  intervals 
♦^  wholly  disappeared,  I  found  myself  be- 
<^  neath  the  ramparts  of  a  vast  and  ancient 
*' castle.  I'he  lights  passing  and  repass- 
*'  ins:  in  the  casements  told  me  its  inha- 
"  bitants  had  not  yet  retir(  d  to  rest.  1  his 
'^  was  a  golden  moment  for  an  adventurous 
«'  spirit;  forbad  not  necessity  and  extreme 
<'  fatigue  urged  me  to  entreat  admission, 
<'  the  genius  of  romance  would  have  lured 
"  me  to  the  attempt.  Hitherto  my  talents 
'*  and  address  had  only  won  on  the  hearts 
'*  of  benevolent  ignorance:  I  was  now  to 
''  exert  their  influence  in  a  higher  sphere. 
^'  I  unmufHed  my  harp,  and,  though  it 
''  was  something  injured  by  the  wet,  yet 
«'  I  produced  some  full  vibrations  from  its 
<*  chords,  and  accompanied  a  pathetic  Pro- 
<«  venial  air  with  my  voice.'* 

The  colour  deepened  in  the  cheek  of 
Imogen  as  her  interest  every  moment  ia- 
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creased  with  the  baron's  detail.  Surely, 
thought  she,  it  >vas  that  sweet  strain 
which  lured  me  to  the  casement  of  lady 
Magdelaine's  study. 

The  baron  continued  :  ''  In  a  few  mi- 
''  nutes  J  heard  the  gratin*^  of  a  loop-hole 
''  over  a  postern-gate  removed.  Thither 
*'  I  bent  my  steps^  and  struck  up  a  lively 
"  air.  In  a  few  minutes  I  distinguished 
*'  the  murmuring  of  voices ;  and,  in  the 
''  pause  of  my  strains,  a  female  accent  de- 
*'  manded  who  I  was,  and  what  was  my 
'^  business  }  My  answer  was  couched  in 
''  the  usual  address  of  a  wandering  min- 
"  strel.  I  became  an  earnest  suppliant  for 
^'  admission,  and  with  success.  I  was  re- 
''  ceived  in  a  vast  Gothic  hall  by  a  crowd 
"  of  domestics  of  both  sexes,  who  hailed 
'' my  appearance  with  a  riotous  gaiety  that 
'^  spoke  me  along-wished-forguest.  While 
''  I  tuned  my  harp,  the  loquacious  inten- 
'*  dant  of  the  chateau  informed  me  1  was 
'''  in  the  ancient  castle  of  the  lady  Mag- 
*'  delaine  de  Montmorell,  the  most  noble. 
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"  puissant,  learned,  and  pious  lady  in 
'*  France,  but  who  possessed  withal  no 
"  very  favourable  opinion  of  those  who 
"  gave  themselves  up  to  mirth  and  pastime. 
"  The  apprehensions,  however,  awakened 
^'  by  their  lady's  aversion  to  such  enjoy- 
''  ments  were  soon  subdued  by  my  harp's 
''  lively  tones,  and  some  comic  romances 
"  gleaned  from  the  scattered  minstrelsy 
^^  of  Provence,  with  ^farcmdole  and  other 
"  dances,  the  gay  impulsive  propensities 
'^of  a  French  heart,  a  French  foot  can 
''  never  resist.  Their  mistress's  displea- 
•*  sure  was  no  longer  remembered ;  in  a 
"  moment  all  was  motion  and  hilarity 
''around  me,  and  my  hen  rt  throbbed  with 
^'  corresponding  emotions  of  pleasure.  It 
''  was  in  the  midst  of  this  gay  forgetfulness 
*'  of  all  restriction  that  the  comma ndatory 
''  messaii'e  of  the  ladv  Ma":delaine  anni- 
'^  hilatcd  our  tlu-o'sgin^  joys,  and  1  was 
''  shortly  after  summoned  to  her  presence. 
''  Although  I  was  not  personally  known 
*'  to  the  lady  Magdelaine,  I  was  not  igno- 


ST.  DOMINICIL.  211 

'*  rant  of  her  family,  her  character,  her 
"  pohtical  and  religious  bigotry.  Her 
''  brother  I  knew  had  been  one  of  the 
*'  staunchest  adherents  to  the  League,  and 
**  a  private  animosity  as  well  as  a  public 
*'  difference  of  opinion  had  subsisted  be- 
^*  tween  him  and  my  father ;  I  was  not, 
^'  therefore,  totally  divested  of  apprehen- 
^'  sion  when  I  appeared  at  the  door  of  her 
''  pallad'mm  :  and  while  I  shunned  the  dan- 
^'  ger  of  her  fixed  and  penetrating  gaze, 
'^  my  incautious  glance  was  riveted  on 
"  eyes  where  lurked  a  greater  but  a 
"  sweeter  peril ;  for  then  1  first  beheld 
"  Imogen,  like  the  beautifully  embodied 
"  spirit  of  Peace  hovering  o'er  the  throne 
''  of  Discord.  Thy  fair  arm  leaned  on  the 
^'  back  of  the  sybil's  chair,  and  on  that 
''  fair  arm  reposed  a  fairer  face,  shaded 
"  by  a  veil  whose  dark  drapery  increased  by 
"  contrast  the  snowy  lustre  of  thy  com- 
"  plexion,  the  beamy  radiance  of  thine 
"  eye.  Oh  !  it  was  a  sweet  picture  ;  and 
''  memory,  true  to  its  interesting  charms, 
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*'  has  oft  restored  it  to  my  eye  in  all  ifs 
**  primitive  beauty,  in  all  its  dangerous 
*'  softness^  every  feature  animated  by  the 
*'  fire  of  geniuSj  every  tint  softened  by 
*'  the  influence  of  sensibility,  and  the 
'*  bright  illuminations  of  mind  irradiating 
**  the  countenance  of  seraph  innocence. 
*'  Often,  too,  has  remembrance  lingered 
"  on  that  after-moment,  when  thine  eye's 
''  soft  glance  first  mingled  with  the  ardent 
*^  gaze  of  mine,  when  my  ears  received 
"  those  sublime  and  eloquent  sentiments 
*'  which  sunk  to  my  soul,  and  flattered 
"  me  in  the  fond  belief  that  in  thee  1  had 
**  at  last  found  the  essence  of  myself.  O 
^'  my  sweet  auditress  !  a  thousand  times 
*^  since  that  moment  of  heart-thrilling 
'^  emotion,  when  I  have  listened  to  the 
"  stale  and  hacknied  precepts  of  dogma- 
^'  tic  morality,  the  crude  and  unimportant 
*'  exhortations  of  religious  bigotry,  issu- 
•'  ing  from  the  bold  declamatory  lips  of 
''  the  popular  pulpit  orator,  which  neither 
*^  liberalized  the  mind  nor  touched  the 
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*^*  heart,  how  often  have  I  exclaimed, 
''  Why  are  not  all  preachers  like  the  no- 
''  vice  of  St.  Dominick,  at  once  the  exam- 
**  pie  and  emblem  of  the  pure  and  ele- 
"  vated  virtue  she  teaches  ?  or  why  is  not 
**  that  sex,  whose  lips  are  imbued  with 
''  the  spirit  of  persuasion^  sent  to  us  as 
*'  the  sweet  missionaries  of  piety  and  vir- 
*'  tue  ?  How  irresistible  then  were  the 
"  lures  of  consummate  excellence! 

*'  Although  my  glowing  imagination 
*'  had  often  offered  up  its  homage  to  the 
''  charms  of  woman,,  my  heart  as  yet  re- 
*^  mained  untouched.  Had  Imogen  been 
"  merely  beautiful,  haply  it  had  remained 
'*  so  still :  had  I  only  beheld  her  lovely  in 
'*  her  modest  silence,  as  on  the  night  of 
''  my  first  appearance  in  the  study  of  lady 
"  Magdelaine,  the  morning  would  have 
''  witnessed  my  departure:  but  it  was  that 
''  morning  that  a  happy  circumstance 
"  (shall  I  call  it  so  ?)  betrayed  to  me  her 
*'  mind's  superior  beauty.  The  spell  of 
'' genius,  of  virtue,    was  omnipotent  ^    I 
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**  bowed  to  the  magic  of  their  influence, 
*^  aided  by  the  powerful  charm  of  youth 
*'  and  loveliness,  of  tenderness  and  sensi- 
*'  bility.     There  was  but  one  spot  for  me 
''  in  the  creation  :  that  spot  was  the  resi- 
''  denceof  Imogen  ;   and  I  became  a  suc- 
'^  cessful  suppliant  to  breathe  the  same  air 
*'  she  inhaled,  to  enjoy  a  temporary  bJiss- 
**  ful  existence  beneath  the   eyes  of  her 
"  from  whom   I  seemed  to  receive  it.     I 
*'  reflected  not  that  it  was  the  son  of  the 
''  proud  baron   de  Montargis  who  lived 
"  but  for  the  orphan  novice  of  St.  Domi- 
"  nick.     No !  my  idea  of  love,  like  every 
^^  other  I  had  formed  amidst  the  embower- 
*'  ing  shades,  the  sweet  solitudes  of  Pro- 
"  vence,  partook  of  that  enthusiasm  which 
*'  the  world's  phlegm  calls  romance,  but 
''  without  which  there  is  no  love.     Oh  ! 
*'  hadst  thou  ever  felt  the  eager  throbbings 
**  of  a  heart  that  long  had  vainly  sought 
''  its  kindred  heart,  the  tender  longings 
*'  of  a  soul  that  languished  for  itsheaven- 
"  assorted   mate,  thy  modest  incredulity. 
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''  that  now  averts  thine  eye  and  pales  thy 

"  cheek,  would  not  thus  stare  at  that  excess 

"  of  passion  which  arose  from  the  dearcon- 

''  viction  of  having  found  in  thee  my  long- 

''  sought  better  self^  assimilating,  yet  su- 

*'  perior  to  all  in  myself  most  valued.    The 

"  frail  sophisticated  daughters  of  fashion 

''  shrunk  in  the  scale  of  comparison  with 

**  Imogen  even  to  the  last  degree.     Their 

''  vivacity     bordering   on    licentiousness^ 

"  their  learning  (when    possessed)  dege- 

''  nerating  to  pedantry,  their  wit  to  slan- 

"  der,    their  blandishment  to  levity,  dis- 

*'  gusted  most  when  most  exerted  to  de- 

"  light;  while  Imogen  alone  realized  the 

''  lovely  vision  of  feminine  excellence  my 

''  heart  and   imagination   had    made  the 

''  standard  of  my  hopes.     Dignity  without 

**  pride,  simplicity   without   folly,  nature 

'•'  united     to   intelligence,    sensibility    to 

*'  gaiety,  tenderness  to  wit,  and  learning 

''  to  humility,    added   to   beauty   without 

''  vanity,  and  the  graces  without  affecta- 

"  tion,    were  what  my  ambitious  hopes 
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''  long  sought,  and  found  at  last  in  thee. 
*'  My  lady,  look  not  thus  incredulously 
**  on  me;  for  trust  me,  I  chatter  not  the 
'*  frothy  nothings  of  a  coxcomb  school  ; 
"  it  is  a  soldier's  honest  unsophisticated 
*'  heart  that  pours  the  treasure  of  its  con- 
**  fidence  into  thine.  Was  not  the  faith- 
"  ful  homage  of  that  heart  attested  by  the 
^'  incongruous  conduct  it  governed  ?  The 
''  flame  of  «:lorv,  that  had  till  then  burnt 
'*  fiercely  there,  became  extinguished,  and 
'^"  o'er  its  dying  embers  arose  love's  softer 
"  fires.  Dead  to  the  calls  of  my  country, 
'^  the  service  I  had  promised,  and  still 
''  owed  my  king,  the  voice  of  passion  only 
'^  won  my  soul's  attention.  Wrapt  in 
'^  love's  delusive  dream,  to  gratify  the 
''  vague  and  indefinite  desires  of  my  heart, 
"  I  became  a  household  drudge,  the  instru- 
"  ment  of  female  whim  and  female  pe- 
''  dantry  in  its  last  stage  of  dotage  and 
^'  folly  ;  and  a  smile,  a  glance,  from  Imo- 
'^  gen  was  the  reward  of  an  age  of  self- 
''  dexual,  of  weariness,  and  disgust.    Deep- 
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"  versed  in  all  the  insidious  sophistry  of 
''  love,  my  heart  perpetually  furnished  un- 
''  answerable  arguments  to  the  suggestions 
'^  of  my  prudence  :  it  enumerated  those  he- 
*«  roes  who  had  subdued  their  desire  of 
"  glory  to  gratify  the  sweeter  ambition  of 
*'  vanquishing  a  tender,  a  sensible  heart. 
''  Last  on  the  list  appeared  the  ever-ena- 
•'  moured  Henry.  Why,  when  the  flame 
""of glory  burned  brightest  round  him, 
'^  did  he  f]y  from  victory's  loud  plaudits  in 
''  the  fields  of  Coutras,  but  to  lay  the  co- 
'•'  lours  he  had  taken  at  the  feet  of  the 
''  beautiful  countess  de  Guiche,  in  whose 
'*  eyes  only  he  sought  his  immortality  ? — 
"  Why  did  he  conclude  a  hasty  and  im- 
''  prudent  truce  with  his  crafty  enemy, 
**  but  in  his  ardent  impatience  to  enter  on 
*'  a  more  endearing  treaty  with  tlie  young 
"  and  lovely  de  Tignonviile?  And  why, 
*'  even  now,  when  almost  certain  success 
''  lures  him  to  the  pursuit  of  his  active 
•'  enemy,  does  he  abandon  the  promised 
"  conquest,  and  at  t!ie  feet  of  Gabriellc 

VOL.  II.  K 
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*'  d'Estrees  fondly  own  himself  the  con- 
"  quered?  Yes_,  said  I,  be  thou^  immor- 
*'  tal  hero,  in  all,  as  in  thy  rank,  my  great 
"  superior;  but  in  love,  though  thou  art 
'*  Passion's  warmest  child,  1  will  get  goal 
"  for  goal  with  thee/* 

"  My  lord,  my  lord/'  interrupted  Imo- 
gen, blushing,  distressed,  and  yet  delight- 
cdj  ''  you  forget  that  it  was  a  history  of 
'*  your  life,  not  of  your  sensations,  you  had 
**  entered  on  ;  admitting  such  sensations 
*'  were  ever  awakened  in  your  heart  by 
^*  an  object  who  feels  herself  unworthy, 
*'  as  she  is  incredulous,  of  the  honour  as- 
*'  signed  her/' 

"  1  understand  you,  lady,"  said  the  ba- 
ron reproachfully:  *^  the  daughter  of  the 
'  count  de  St.  Dorval  is  weary  of  listening 
''  to  the  progressive  influence  of  that  pas- 
"  sioii  Imogen  of  ]Mon(morell  did  not 
"  once  di&;dain  to  acknowledge  she  had 
'*  inspired.  O  Imogen  !  do  you  then  for- 
"  get  that  evening,  vvhicii  in  the  records 
''  of  my  memory   iiolds  a  distinct  place 
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"  from  the  cold  account  of  time,  when^ 
**  panting-,  blushing,  in  all  thy  soul-dis- 
*'  solving  modesty,  those  eyes,  in  tender 
"  languishment,  raised  their  melting 
"  glance  to  mine,  and  when  I  swore  I 
'*  loved,  they  bade  me  not  despair?  wnen 
"  for  the  first  and  last  time  I  folded  thee 
^'^  to  a  heart,  whose  every  pnlse  in  love's 
**  sweet  sympathy  beat  true  to  thine  ?'* 

Agitated^  overwhelmed  with  confusion, 
in  an  accent  halt-impassioned^  half-re- 
proachful, she  tremulously  replied^  ''  No, 
"  my  lord,  I  have  not  forgot  that  even- 
"  ing ;  yet  had  I  learnt  the  lesson  thy 
'^  example  taught  me,  1  had  long,  long 
"  since,  forgot  both  it  and  thee."  The 
warm  tear  which  wounded  affection  sent 
to  her  eye,  her  pride  forbade  to  stain  the  in- 
dignant blush  that  burnt  on  her  cheek  :  it 
swam  a  prisoner  in  its  circling  orbit.  In 
the  ardent  gaze  with  which  the  baron 
pursued  the  fugitive  emotions  that  ilitted 
over  the  countenance  of  Imogen,  lurked 
a  triumph  the  suppliant  glance  of  love 
could  not  wholly  subdue. 
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«<  Imoi^'cn/'  he  said,  faking  her  hand, 
"  even  thy  reproach  is  dear  to  me,  since 
"  it  betrays  that  a  lingering'  interest,  whose 
"  existence  I  scarcely  dared  to  hope,  has 
''  survived  the  intervention  of  time  and 
''  absence.  Nor  is  it  the  less  gracious  for 
''  beiijg  undeserved  :  for  no  pang  of  con- 
'^  science  awakens  to  its  tenderly  accusing 
''  sound  ;  my  conduct  has  been  the  result 
"  of  necessity,  not  of  volition  ;  my  actions 
"  have  been  foreign  to  my  heart,  but  my 
''  heart  has  ever  been  true  to  thee — But  to 
''  resume — 

''  I  will  confess  to  thee,  sweet  lady,  that, 
'  in  pursuing  the  golden  vision  of  my 
"  fond  imagination,  I  scarcely  had  an  ob- 
''  ject  or  aim  in  view.  To  see,  to  hear 
"  Ihee,  to  catch  the  timid  glance  of  thine 
*'  eye,  to  receive  the  smile  of  thy  lip,  to 
''  pursue  the  varying  blush  of.  thy  cheek, 
"  and  iiang  with  rapturous  delight  upon 
''  the  hope,  the  enjoyment,  or  the  rccol- 
*'  lection  of  those  moments,  which  love 
"  stole  for  me,  and  Imogen  blest  wiih  her 
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^  presence ;  such  was  the  boundary  of 
'  my    wishes     and    my    thoughts.     Life 

*  at  that    sweet   era   was    all    a    blissful 

*  dream_,  with  no  other  alloy  to  its  ima- 
'  ^inary  delights  than  the  fear  of  being 
'  awakened   excited  :   but  the    dream    of 

*  my  heart  was  at  last  doomed  to  destruc- 
'  tion  ;  and  when  the  sweet  ilkisloii  va- 
'  nishcd,  I  found  I  was  destined  to  love 
'  without  the  hope  of  ever  possessing  my 
'  love's  fair  object.   My  father's  ancost'ral 

*  pride,  his  hatred  of  the  catholic  fait!:^ 
'  the  ambitious  views  he  had  formed  for 
'  his  only  son,  were  the  objects    which 

*  reason,  prudence,  and  conviction,  perpe- 
'  tually  brought  to  my  mind  :  while  love, 
'in  laughing  mischief,  conjured  up  the 
^  form  of   the   Novice  of   St.    Dominick 

y 

*  and  those  tormenting  spirits  sank  before 
'  the  magic  sound  of  the  all  powerful  ex- 
«  orcist.      The  hatred  of  the  Friar,  and, 

*  to  confess  the  truth,  the  disgusting par- 
'  tiality  of  the  lady  Magdelaine,  hourly 
'  urged  my  departure  ;   and  yet  it  was  a 
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'*  circumstance  more  powerful  in  its  in- 
''  fluencc  than  either,  that  determined  me 
"  to  a  step  my  heart  and  senses  stil!  re- 
'^jected.  On  the  morning  of  my  last 
*'  day's  residence  at  the  chateau,  the  fa- 
''  ther  Anselm  entered  the  apartment  of 
"  lady  Magdelaine,  where  I  sat  writing", 
'-  and  informed  her  in  Italian,  of  which  he 
*'  supposed  me  ignorant,  that  the  blast  of 
*'  the  war-horn  echoed  almost  to  the  por- 
'^  tals  of  the  chateau  :  for  that  the  royal 
^'  army  had  invested  Epernai,  a  town  not 
''  two  leagues  distant;  that  a  report  was 
**  spread  of  the  duke  of  Parma's  death, 
''  who  was  the  soul  of  the  League;  and 
''  that  the  king  himself  had  just  come 
''  to  the  relief  of  the  duke  de  Biron,  to 
*'  whom  he  had  given  the  command  of  his 
''  troops.  How  the  emotion  this  news 
*«  awakened  in  my  heart  escaped  the  pe- 
''  netration  of  the  friar>  can  only  be  ac- 
<'  counted  for  by  the  agitation  he  was  him- 
**  self  plunged  in;  happily  I  was  imme- 
''  diately  dismissed.      The  king  had  torn 


ST.    DOMiNICK.  223 

**  himself  from  the  alkirements  of  plea- 
'*  sure,  the  embrace  of  love,  to  share  the 
"  dangers  of  the  lowest  of  his  subjects; 
"  and  the  suffrage  which  his  weakness  ac- 
"'  corded  to  my  own  no  longer  existed.  I 
"  must  fly^  said  I ;  the  voice  of  glory,  of 
''  duty,  can  be  no  longer  neglected.  I 
''  must  break  the  Circe-like  spell  which 
"  holds  me  in  delighted  bondage;  and,  to 
''  secure  the  future  happiness  of  Imogen, 
*'  must  now  sacrifice  my  own.  Yes,  while 
<i  I  resigned  the  destiny  of  my  love  to  a 
''  future  day  and  happier  prospects,  I  de- 
'*  termined  that,  as  soon  as  my.  profes- 
'^  sional  duties  would  permit,  T  would  ef^ 
"  feet  your  escape  from  the  chateau  de 
''  Montmorcll,  and  place  you  beyond  the 
''  reach  of  that  living-death  monastic  bl- 
''  gotry  was  preparing  for  you,  by  con- 
*'  signing  you  to  the  care  of  a  female 
''  friend,  on  whose  kindness  1  knew  I  had 
*'  an  unlimited  letter  of  credit,  which  gra- 
««  titude  for  a  trifling  service  endowed  me 
"•  with.   A  circumstance  which  took  place 
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"  in  the  morning-  confirmed  my  intention  ; 
"  a  circumstance  whioli  arose  from  the 
^'  Friar's  havingpossessed  himself  of  a  poe- 
"  tical  effusion  addressed  to  the  minstrel^ 
The  baron  paused,  and  withdrew  his  eyes 
from  the  blushing-  face  of  Imogen. 

"  The  perusal  of  that  poem  awakened, 
*'  without  confirming,  hopes  love  too 
'*  eagerly  embraced.  In  all  the  ardour  of 
*'  new-born  transport^  in  all  the  livel}^  ad- 
'•'  miration  of  a  genius  almost  idolized,  I 
*•  flew  to  seek  the  enchanting  poetess. — 
*•  Imogen,  when  will  my  heart  be  weary 
"  of  recurring  to  that  sweet  moment 
'•  when  my  lips  first  violated  the  sacred  si- 
'•  lencc  love  even  to  adoration  had  till  then 
''  imposed  ;  llial  moment,  when  one  glance 
^'  from  Imogen  diffused  ail  the  poison  of 
''  a  sweet  but  dangerous  hope  into  my 
'*  heart  ?  Nay,  avert  not  tliose  eyes,  that 
'-  then  beamed  not  thus  coldly  on  me  ;  and 
"  forgive  this  (to  thee)  idle  repetition  •' 
'^  for,  when  the  heart  is  in  its  dotage,  it 
"  loves  to  pause  and  loiter  over  the  tender 
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''  recollection  of  its  faded  joys;  nor  spares 
*'  the  patience  of  its  auditor  in  the  reca- 
**  pitulation  of  its  treasured  blisses.  In 
**  the  most  enrapturing-,  the  richest,  sweet- 
"  est  moment  of  my  existence,  thou  may- 
*'  est  remember  I  was  torn  from  thy  pre- 
'' sence  by  the  jealous  fears  of  the  lady 
*'  IMagdelrtine.  The  envy  and  vain  sus- 
"  picion  of  the  friar  made  me  a  prisoner, 
^'  ere  I  could  unfold  to  thee  the  purposes 
''  of  my  heart  with  respect  to  thy  future 
"  fate,  or  reveal  my  real  rank  and  character. 
"  And  yet  let  me  say  to  thee,  sweet  lady, 
''  that  in  all  the  pride  of  self-love,  per- 
"  haps  too  fastidiously  organizcd_,  my  soul 
'•  rejoiced  in  the  certainty  that,  whatever 
*'  interest  I  bad  excited  in  the  inestimable 
"  heart  of  genius,  virtue,  and  sensibility^ 
'*  I  owed  that  precious  interest  to  myself 
''  alone,  wholly  independent  of  theextrane- 
"  ODS  and  dazzling  advantages  of  rank  and 
"  fortune.  That  certainly  conveyed  a  more 
*•  lively  throb  of  rapture  to  my  heart  than 
*'  all  that  opulence  and  dignity  ever  confer- 
2   K 
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"  red  upon  the  ambitious  mindof  all-ambi- 
''  tious  man.  My  feelings,  my  afTection, 
*^  my  pride,  my  reason,  revelled  even  to 
*^  delirium  in  the  transporting  conviction; 
**  and  I  almost  blessed,  while  I  regretted, 
''  the  interruption  which  prevented  a  dis- 
*'  covery  that  might  eventually  have  de- 
^'  stroyed  my  boundless  confidence. 

*'  Overcome  by  numbers,  after  many 
''  vain  struggles,  I  found  myself  in  a  re- 
'*  mote  apartment  at  the  west  end  of  the 
"  chateau,  and  heard  the  door  of  my  pri- 
*<  son  strongly  barred  and  bolted  on  the 
"  outside.  As  the  servile  crowd  who  had 
''  dragged  me  thither  retired,  and  when  I 
<«  was  in  some  degree  recovered  from  the 
''  exhausted  state  my  useless  and  violent 
"  exertions  had  thrown  me  into,  I  care- 
*^  fully  examined  the  place  of  my  confine- 
<'  ment. 

»« It  was  a  small  and  ruinous  apartment, 
**  with  one  grated  window,  which  hung 
*'  over  the  Aisne.  The  prospect  it  com- 
<'  manded   was   extensive;  the   cloudless 
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*  light  of  that  beautiful  planet,  which  had 
^  a  few  minutes  before  attracted  our  ad- 

*  miring  gaze,  shone  with  splendor  on 
'  the  distant  spires  of  Epernai;  and  the 
'  watch-fires  of  the  royal  camp  were  dis- 
'  cernable  at  certain  distances.  What  a 
^  prospect  to  a  man  in  whose  heart  the 
'  flame  of  glory  was  just  illumined  with 
'  renovated  ardour — who,  within  sight  of 

*  his  royal  commander  and  brave  fellow- 
'  soldiers,    found  himself   a   prisoner  to 

*  those  who  would  probably  make  a  merit 
'  of  delivering  him,  on  bare  suspicion,  ta 

*  tiie  enemy  of  his  country  and  his  king, 
«  to  gratify  tlieir  own  private  pique;  and 
'  thus  expose  him  to  danger  greater,  if 
'  possible,   than  that  he  had  already  es- 

*  caped  !  My  blood  boiled  in  my  veins  , 
^  my  heart  beat  witli  an  emotion  very  dif- 
'  ferent  from  that  which  a  short  time  be- 

*  fore  had  awakened  its  palpitation:  it 
'  was  not  the  soft  wild  thrilling  pulse  of 
'  love,  but  the  feverish  rapid  throb  of  rage, 
'  disappointment,  shame,  and  indignation. 
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*^  With  an  effort  of  Herculean  strength, 
*'  borrowed  from  the  energizing  passions 
**  of  the  existing  moment^  I  wrenched  one 
*'  of  the  bars  from  its  decayed  foundation; 
«'  and  a  great  part  of  the  framework  giv- 
'*  ing  way,,  I  found  little  difficulty  in  mak- 
**  ing  a  breach  sufficiently  wide  to  escape 
*'  by.  A  height  of  twenty  feet  scarcely 
^'  presented  an  obstacle  to  a  spirit  wound 
f«  up  to  desperation  ;  and  without  the  he- 
*'  sitation  of  a  moment,  I  plunged  into  the 
''  waves  beneath^  which  seemed  to  swell 
*'  their  moon-light  bosoms  to  receive  me: 
«'  but,  stunned  by  my  headlong  fall,  I  was 
'*  borne  unresisting  for  a  considerable  way 
<^  down  the  stream;  then,  recovering 
*'  strength  and  presence  of  mind,  I  swam 
"  to  the  opposite  shore,  which  brought  me 
«'  within  a  league  of  the  camp,  which  at 
**  day-break  I  reached  at  the  moment 
'*  that  the  king  at  the  head  of  his  troops 
'^  was  engaged  with  a  numerous  squadron 
*'  the  enemy  were  attempting  to  throw 
*'  into  the  town  j  the  defeat  of  which  by 


ST.    DOMINICK.  229 

««  the  royalists  prevented  the  siege  being 
*^  raised.  I  arrived  in  the  heat  of  despe- 
*'  rate  action^  and,  seizing  the  arms  of  a 
*^  wounded  sohher,  w.  tiie  confusion  of  the 
*^  engagement  got  so  near  the  king,  as  to 
«*  receive  in  my  breast  a  ball  aimed  at  his^ 
*«  for  the  scarlet  cloke  and  snowy  plumage 
<*  always  rendered  him  an  obvious  mark. 
*«  Bathed  in  blood,  which  stained  the  wet 
*<  drapery  of  my  drenched  habit,  1  fell  life- 
**  less  at  my  sovereign's  feet.  The  king 
«  himself,  though  believing  me  to  be  but 
««  a  private  soldier,  raised  me  to  his  arms; 
**  and  was  consigning  me,  with  the  flatter- 
««  ing  epithet  of  his  saviour,  to  an  officer 
«  who  stood  near  him ;  when,  raising  my 
»*  fast-closing  eyes,  I  perceived  that  officer 
<'  was  my  father!  I  sank  in  his  embrace 
*'  without  life  or  motion. 

'*  Awakened  from  my  trance  by  the 
**  anguish  the  dressing  of  my  wounds  oc- 
'^  casioned,  I  found  myself  in  the  royal 
*'  tent,  lying  on  a  couch,  surrounded  by 
'<  surgeons,  and  supported  by  my  father's 
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«'  arms,  I  could  scarcely  return  his  warm 
<^  and  tender  embrace,  while  tears  that 
ii  flowed  from  his  affectionate  and  paternal 
«  heart  fell  on  my  face,  and  revived  my 
<<  sinking  spirits.  When  I  had  swallowed 
''  some  cordials,  and  my  wounds  were 
<'  bound  up,  I  attempted  to  speak,  but 
<*  the  surgeons  imposed  silence.  1  found 
"  I  was  too  weak  to  allow  them  to  extract 
**  the  ball  without  endangering  my  life, 
«'  which  lay  almost  within  a  hair's  breadth 
«<  of  a  vital  part.  I  reeid  the  mortality  of 
'*  my  wound  in  the  countenance  of  all 
*•  who  surrounded  me ;  in  the  enanguished, 
*'  the  heart-breaking  looks  of  my  father, 
"  I  alone  traced  some  gleam  of  hope ;  for 
"  when  death  hovers  over  the  couch  of 
"  the  child,  the  parent's  heart  is  the  last 
"  to  deny  her  consolatory  illusions. 

"  The  ball  \va3  at  last  extracted,  and 
*'  for  three  days  my  life  was  despaired  of. 
"  On  the  evening  of  the  fourth,  the  gan- 
«  grcne  irritation  of  the  wound  subsided, 
''  though  it  was  still  painful,  even  to  mad- 
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^'  ness ;  and  for  the  first  time  the  surgeons 
*'  pronounced  me  out  of  imminent  danger; 
"  but  it  was  not  till  the  expiration  of  the 
<'  two  succeeding  days  I  was  suffered  to 
''  satisfy  the  tender  solicitude,  the  anxious 
<*  curiosity  of  my  father.  I  related  to  him 
"  in  a  few  words  my  adventures ;  and 
"  when  1  wished  to  be  most  concise  was 
«'  most  tedious :  over  my  admission  at  the 
'«  chateau  I  loitered  with  imprudent  fond- 
**  ness,  and  confessed  unconsciously  what 
"  I  had  determined  to  conceal,  that  I  had 
**  remained  there  more  than  a  week.  My 
*'  father,  fixing  a  look  of  penetration  on 
"  my  face,  asked  me  my  inducement  to 
'*  remain  beneath  the  roof  of  one  whose 
'*  family  had  long  been  at  professed  va- 
"  riance  with  our  own,  who  was  bigoted 
**  in  her  attachment  to  the  League  and 
**  her  hatred  to  the  royalists,  and  whose 
*'  private  character  and  person  were  as 
"  disgustful  as  her  public  principles  were 
"  odious;  at  a  period  too,  when  my  own 
'<  security,    duty,  and    the   anxiety  of  a 
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^«  father  called  loudly  on  me  not  waste  a 
<«  moment  in  delay?  To  these  natural 
*•  enquiries  I  returned  a  hesitating,  a 
''vague^  and  pcjuiv(»r'ril  answer;  and  yet 
<<  my  father  appeared  sjitisfied.  He  then 
*'  informed  me,  that  the  king  was  deeply 
"  impressed  with  a  sense  of  what  he  was 
«'  pleased  to  term  my  gallant  conduct, 
**  though  he  somewhat  blamed  the  impru- 
"  dence  which  had  led  me  into  the  heart 
*«  of  the  enemy's  camp  ;  that  he  had  con- 
<*  ferred  on  me  the  title  of  baron  de  Mon- 
*^  targis,  and  given  my  father  letters  pa- 
"  tent  for  the  dukedom  of  Beauvilliers. 

^*  *  To  crown  all/  said  my  father,  '  he 
"  has  laid  out  for  you  the  most  honour- 
<•  able  alliance  in  France,  by  uniting  you 
*'  to  the  richest  protestant  heiress  in  it, 
<*  the  daughter  of  the    duke  de    V . 


**  The  death  of  the  duke  of  Parma,  and 
"  the  time  taken  up  by  the  fieague  in  ap- 
"  pointing  a  successor,  gives  his  majesty 
'time  to  breathe;  and  he  has  fixed  on 
•  ?>Iantes  as  his  residence,  as  a  place  well 
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*'  calculated  by  its  situation  to  frustrate 
"  the  machinations  of  his  enemies.  Thi- 
*'  ther  we  will  attend  him,  and  he  has  done 
''  you  the  honour  to  appoint  you  to  a 
'"  situation  immediately  about  his  person.' 
*'  While  I  lay  overwhelmed  and  motion- 
''  less  by  this  information,  which  seemed 
"  as  grateful  to  my  father's  heart  as  it  was 
''  woundin<^  to  mine,  the  king  himself 
''  entered,  attended  only  by  the  baron  de 
**  Rosni,  wiih  all  that  fascinating  conde- 
*'  scension  which  so  eminently  distin- 
''  guishes  the  most  illustrious  of  monsrchs, 
'^  the  most  amiable  of  men.  He  embraced 
*^  me  wi(h  the  affectionate  warmth  of  a 
"  father,  inquired  with  tender  solicitude 
*'  into  the  state  of  my  healtli,  flatteringly 
'*  declared  he  owed  his  life  to  what  he 
*'  was  pleased  to  term  my  gallant  inter- 
''  ference,  and  then  repeated  all  my  father 
''  had  already  said.  '  You  know  my  cha- 
''  racter,'  added  the  king,  *  sanguine  even 
*'  in  trifles  i  but,  when  the  interest  of  my 
"  friends    is    concerned,    impatient    as  a 
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"  froward  child.  I  am  more  shocked 
*'  by  the  delay  your  illness  occasions  than 
'*  you  can  be  yourself:  yet  I  am  not  alto- 
"  getherso  disinterested  in  your  recovery 
*'  as  you  may  suppose ;  for^  in  promoting 
^'  your  interest,,  I  shall  not  wholly  neglect 
'*  my  own/ 

"  I  with  difficulty,  but  with  energy, 
*<  assured  the  king  I  would  willingly  de- 
"  vote  my  life  to  his  service  ;  and  that 
*'  could  I  believe  1  should  be  instrumental 
*'  in  promoting  his  happiness  or  interest,  I 
*^  should  consider  it  as  too  cheaply  pur- 
'*  chased  with  my  own  *  Venire  Saint 
^'  Gris  /'  said  his  majesty,  smiling  at  the 
'•  enthusiasm  of  my  manner,  heightened 
''  by  the  raging  tire  of  a  fever  that  was 
'*  kindling  in  my  veins,  '  Venire  Saint 
*'  Gris  !  I  do  believe  it.  Kings  must 
*'  share  the  lot  of  human  nature,  and 
*'  learn  to  suffer,  were  it  only  to  know  its 
<'  choicest  blessing — to  be  beloved.  Ad- 
''  versity  alone  is  the  touchstone  of  friend- 
"  ship.     He   who    is   always  prosperous 
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*  sees  the  world  but  on  one  side.  It  was 
'  in  the  sharpest  vicissitudes  of  fortune, 
«  when  I  was  a  king  without  a  kingdom, 

<  a  general  without  an  array,  a  husband 
'  without  a  wife ;  when  I  was  persecuted, 
'  pursuetl,  oppressed,  by  a  power  I  vainly 
'  opposed,  that  1  found  in  the  mine  of 

<  friendship  what  was  almost  an  equivalent 
'  for  all  Catherine  de  INledicis  would  have 
^  deprived  me  of.'  The  king  laid  his 
^  hand  on  the  shoulder  of  the  baron  de 
'  Rosni,  and  looking  in  his  face  with  an 
'  affectionate  smile,  added:  '  I  shall  never 

*  quarrel  with  adversity,  since  it  has  given 

*  me  so  faithful  a  friend  as  de  Rosni.'  A 
'  hectic  of  pleasure,  of  pride,  passed  across 
«  the  baron  de  Rosni'sface;  he  bowed  low 

*  and  said:  '  Sire,  it  is  a  principle  with 
'  your  majesty  to  over-rate  the  services  of 

*  others  in  proportion  as  you  undervalue 
'  those  illustrious  virtues  which  more  than 
'  your  rank  exact  them.' 

"  The  king  ihen  adverted  to  those  mea- 
'-  sures  requisite  to  be  taken  for  the  se- 
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*'  curity  of  his  crown.  Many  of  the  no- 
**  billty  still  opposed  his  endeavours  ;  and 
**  among  those  of  whose  fealty  he  was  du- 

'*  bious  was  the  Duke  de  V .   '  I  have 

'•  proposed  to  him,' said  the  king,  'a  union 
'«  between  his  daughter  and  the  son  of 
'*  one  of  the  most  stedfast  of  my  adhe- 

*«  rents.      When   mademoiselle  de  V 

<'  is  the  wife  of  the  baron  de  Montargis, 
"  I  shall  no  longer  fear  for  the  fealty  of 
*'  her  father.  But/  he  kindly  added,  ob- 
**  serving  the  paleness  that  suddenly  over- 
*'  spread  my  face,  '  1  fear  we  have  ex- 
*'  hausted  and  wearied  our  invalid.'  I  at- 
"  tempted  to  speak,  but  his  majesty,  gaily 
"  putting  his  hand  on  my  lips,  said  : 
'*  '  Nay^  reserve  your  eloquence  for  made- 

*' moiselle   de  V ;  meantime   I  shall 

''  ofticiate  as  love's  herald,  and  hold  a 
*'  parley  for  you,  until  you  are  able  to  ad- 
**  dressyour  liege  lady  in  propria  persona. 
**  She  attends  our  little  court  at  PJantes^ 
<«  whither  I  go  tc-morrow.'  The  king 
"  then  me  bade  farewell,  and  retired,  fol- 
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"  lowed  by  de  Rosni  and  my  father.  The 
*'  attendants  had  been  previously  dis- 
"  missed  when  his  majesty's  intention  of 
"  visiting  me  had  been  announced,  and  I 
"  happily  found  myself  alone  at  a  moment 
<*  when  I  was  so  little  able  to  support  the 
•*  presence  of  any  human  being.  When 
"  the  first  confused  ideas  of  my  agonized 
'*  mind  subsided,  I  briefly  enumerated 
**  those  arguments  which  reason  brought 
"  forv/ard  in  favour  of  a  union  my  heart, 
*'  even  though  it  had  been  free,  woul^ 
*'  have  rejected.  It  was  an  object  to 
«  which  my  father's  wish  for  my  aggran- 
«  disement  had  long  pointed,  and  which 
"  now  attained,  it  would  be  impossible  to 
"  force  him  to  relinquish.  It  was  not  only 
«  the  will  of  my  sovereign,  but  his  in- 
"  terest  ;  and  to  be  ranked  among  the 
**  number  of  those  noble  friends  who  had 
«  served  him,  and  shared  his  friendship, 
«<  his  esteem,  his  gratitude;  to  be  added 
*'  to  that  honourable  and  illustrious  list  of 
*'  loyal  patriots  who  so  willingly  sacriliced 
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"  every  private  consideration  to  restore 
*^  peace  to  their  country,  to  their  king  his 
«<  just  rights;  to  find  my  name  enrolled 
"  with  those  of  the  brave  Crillon,  ihege- 
'<  nerous  la  Noue,  the  heroic  Biron,  the 
*'  prudent^  wise,  and  faithful  de  Rosni  ! 
''  Yes,  said  I,  starting  from  my  couch, 
"  I  will  instantly  follow  the  king,  acknow- 
''  ledge  his  goodness,  accompany  him  to 
"  Mantes,  and  throw  myself  at  the  feet  of 

"  mademoiselle  de  V .     At  that  mo- 

**  ment  a  paper  that  lay  on  the  ground 
<^  caught  my  eye.  I  looked  on  it  fcr  a 
"  moment  :  it  contained  a  drawing  of  Imo- 
"  gen  in  the  habit  of  a  novice  of  St.  Do- 
"  minick,,  and  had  been  done  by  Theo- 
^'  dore,  the  page  of  Montmorell,  from 
«'  whom  I  had  purchased  it  with  my  harp. 
^'  This  precious  shadow  had  ne'er  left 
**  a  bosom  where  the  original  reigned  om- 
"  nipotent.  From  the  moment  it  was 
"  mine  I  had  enclosed  it,  with  a  few  beads 
'*  dropped  from  the  novice's  rosary^  and 
**  the  little  poem  addressed  to  the  minstrel. 
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*^  in  the  minstrel  gorget,  vvhichj  like  a 
*'  precious  reliquary,  I  had  fastened  round 
"  my  neck,  and  by  which  they  had  escaped 
''  the  waters  of  the  Aisne.  Oh,  the  ta- 
**  lismanic  power  of  this  little  picture!  I 
<<  snatched  it  up,  and  covered  it  with 
"  kisses.  My  father,  my  king,  my  bride, 
'*  were  all  forgotten :  Imogen  reigned 
"  alone  sovereign  of  my  thoughts  !  At 
**  that  instant  I  heard  some  one  approach, 
*«  and  attempted  to  hide  my  treasure  in  its 
"  little  depositary,  when  to  my  amaze- 
«'  ment  I  found  it  was  gone :  it  had  been 
*'  taken  from  my  bosom. 

"  While  I  was  searching  my  couch  my 
"  father  entered.  Without  speaking,  he 
'«  eagerly  looked  round  the  room,  and 
"  seemed  as  eagerly  employed  in  searching 
**  for  something  lost  as  myself;  when,  ob- 
^<  servingthepicture  in  my  hand,he  started. 
''  Imogen,  spare  me  the  repetition  of  what 
«'  followed.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  my  fa- 
*<  ther  had  possessed  himself  of  the  gorget, 
^<  and  soon  became  master  of  the  secret 
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"  of  my  heart.  On  the  evening*  of  that 
*'  day  I  was  seized  witii  a  raging  delirous 
*'  fever  :  it  had  long  brooded  in  my  veins  : 
*'  the  wet  clothes  1  had  worn  for  so  long 
"  a  time  after  my  passage  across  the 
*'  Aisne^  the  violent  heat  which  had  suc- 
*'  ceeded^  together  wilh  the  irritation  of 
**  my  wounds,  and  the  perturbation  of  my 
*'  mind  and  passions,  reduced  me  to  that 
"  state  which  not  only  threatened  my  lifc^ 
**  but,  what  is  so  much  more  dreadful  even 
"  to  think  of,  my  reason.  When  the  ef- 
"  fects  of  my  disorder  on  my  corporeal 
**  frame  were  in  some  degree  subsided, 
*'  my  distracted  father  brought  me  in  a 
«'  litter  to  Paris,  where,  under  the  care  of 
''  two  eminent  physicians,  I  slowly  reco- 
"  vered  my  senses  and  my  health.  The 
*'  first  moment  of  returning  reason  was 
*'  that  in  which  I  awaked  from  a  deep 
"  sleep.  I  drew  back  the  curtain  of  my 
''  bed,  and  to  my  amazement  beheld  a 
*'  lady  richly  habited  seated  by  my  side. 
*'  She  was  talking  in  a  low  voice  to  my 
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<«  father,  when  turning  round  her  head, 
**  her  eye  met  mine.  I  uttered  an  excla- 
*<  mation  of  surprise,  and  sank  on  my 
<«  pillow.  This  lady  was  not  a  stranger 
*<  to  me.'* 

Thq  baron  started  as  if  this  confession 
had  escaped  him,  and  coloured  deeply. 
Imogen's  penetrating  eye  was  fixed  on  his 
countenance.  That  blush  was  a  kindred 
effusion  of  one  which  had  stained  the  ba- 
ron's cheek  when  he  had  mentioned  the 
mystery  of  his  emancipation  from  the  pri- 
son of  N ;  and,  by  the  association 

of  ideas  this  recollection  awakened,  Imo- 
gen believed  this  was  the  person  to  whom 
he  owed  his  deliverance. 

The  baron  continued  :  '*  My  father^  ob- 
*^  serving  the  intelligence  of  my  looks^ 
«  embraced  me  tenderly,  and  with  tears 
<<  exclaimed  :  '  My  son  !  my  beloved  son  ! 
*<  you  are  again  restored  to  me  I  Come, 
^*  madam/  said  he,  taking  the  lady  by  the 
'*  hand,  *  share  in  the  happiness  which  ii 

YOL.  II,  L 
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'^  is    yet   reserved    for   you  to  confirm.' 

^'  Imogen,  this  lady  was " 

**  Your   deliverer    from  the  prison  of 

The  baron  hesitated.  ''  You  have  in- 
''  deed  guessed  right,"  said  he,  after  a 
pause  and  in  some  confusion  ;  ''  and  still 
*'  more,  this  generous  deliver  was—  ma- 
y  demoiselle  de  V !" 

A  death-like  paleness  overspread  the 
countenance  of  Imogen.  She  turned  aside 
her  head  to  conceal  her  emotion.  The 
baron  hung  down  his,  and  a  long  silence 
ensued.  Then  in  a  hurried  accent  he 
added :  *'  But  not  to  intrude  longer  on  your 

'^  patience,  mademoiselle  de  V was 

*'  an  only  child,  whose  will  had  become 
<«  sovereign  from  the  fatal  fondness  of  her 
^'  parents,  and  whose  naturally-strong  pas- 
"  sions  had  been  nurtured  by  boundless 
"  indulgence.  She  had  been  brought  up 
*'  in  solitude  at  her  father's  chateau  in 
^«  Provence.  The  female  attendant  most 
^'  in  her  confidence  had  been  a  servant  of 
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^'  my  mother's,  and  my  nurse.  She  had 
««  filled  the  mind  of  her  youthful  and 
*'  credulous  mistress  with  such  reports  of 
''  the  perfections  of  the  being  she  had 
**  fostered  at  her  bosom,  that  the  young 
*'  romantic   imagination  of  mademoiselle 

"  de  V became  enamoured  of  a  phan- 

*^  torn  of  ideal  excellence.  She  had  seen. 
"  me  at  Paris  on  my  return  from  England  ; 
*'  but  our  parents,  then  at  variance,  pre- 
<*  vented  an  intimacy  taking  place.  We 
«*  met  at  court  and  in  public.  She  was 
"  then,  though  not  beautiful,  that  is,  not 
^'  femininelj/  lovely,  not  all  the  wish  in  vvo- 
«'  man,  the  object  of  fashionable  admira- 
«'  tion.  I  looked  at  her  with  curiosity, 
*'  and  she  probably  construed  my  observ- 
^^  ation  into  a  warmer  sentiment.  I  left 
'*  Paris,  and  did  not  again  behold  her 
"  until  she   effected    mv    deliverance    at 

«*  N .     She  was  then  on  a  visit  there 

"  with  he.'  maturnal  uncle,  the  governor 
'^  of  the  town.  Her  humanity  became 
''  interested  for  me ;  her  spirit  was  ad- 
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^*  venturous,  her  mind  romantic,  and  her 
'^  Provencjal  servant,  my  old  attendant, 
*'  perpetually  wept  my  fate  in  her  pre- 
sence. The  governor  resided  in  the 
^*  citadel,  whose  walls  also  enclosed  the 
^'  prison  where  state  criminals  were  con- 
**  fined.  The  tower  in  which  I  was  lodged 
*^  hung  over  a  terrace,  where,  induced  by 
^«  the  view    it    commanded,   madame  de 

''  V _,  attended  by  her  confidant,  used 

**  sometimes  to  walk.  It  was  in  the  still- 
"  ness  of  a  fine  moonlight  evenin^^  that 
*«  the  tones  of  my  harp  first  caught  her  ear, 
'*  and  from  that  moment  she  determined 
««  on  my  delivery,  which  she  afterwards  so 
''  generously  effected/* 

Here  the  baron  again  paused.  Imogen's 
emotion  continued  to  increase  beyond  every 
effort  to  subdue  or  conceal  it;  while  the 
baron,  abruptly  starting  from  a  profound 
reverie,  took  up  the  thread  of  his  story  in 
an  unconnected  manner  and  in  a  rapid 
lone. 

**  I  recovered,  and  was j  ust  able  io  go  out^ 
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*'  when  the  kins:  arrived  at  Paris.  The  (lis- 
<*  covery  of  many  factions  in  the  very  heart 
*'  of  his  army,  factions  which  even  aimed  at 
'*  his  life ;  the  offer  of  the  crown  of  France 
**  by  the  duke  de  Mayenne  to  the  king  of 
**  Spain ;  together  with  the  horror  of  perpe- 
*^  tuating  a  civil  and  religious  war  in  the 
**  heart  of  his  country,  induced  the  king  to 
'^  embrace  the  catholic  religion  ;  and  even 
''  my  father  and  the  baron  de  Rosni,  the 
**  staunchest  hugonots  in  the  kingdom, 
*'  urged  him  to  it  most  strenuously,  with 
•'  all  the  most  respectable  of  the  nobility  of 
"  France.  My  father  and  myself  attend- 
*'  ed  his  majesty  to  the  church  of  St.  Denis^ 
*'  where,  surrounded  by  a  multitude,  who 
*'  crowded  with  idolatrous  fondness  to  be- 
*^  hold  a  monarch  who  united  in  his  per- 
"  son  the  three  races  of  their  kings,  he 
'^  made  his  abjuration  in  form. 

"  Multitudes  of  voices  cried,  '  LoTg 
"  live  the  king!'  and  every  joyous  counte- 
"  nance  ratified  the  sincerity  of  the  prayer.* 

*  "  A  pleasant  adventure  happened  me  at  church. 
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''  The  Parisians,  who  had  hitherto  sided 
'^  with  the  League,  weary  of  Ihe  horrors 
"^  of  rebellion,  and  convinced  that  that  fac- 
"  tion,  far  from  having  the  good  of  their 
"  country  at  hearty  were  active  only  to  pro- 
''  mote  their  own  private  interests,  called 
"  loudly  for  peace,  and  obliged  the  duke 
''  de  Mayenne  to  supplicate  the  king  to 
^'  grant  a  truce  for  three  months,  which 
'*  be  willingly  did  ;  and  shortly  after,  the 
*'  royal  hero  was  received  at  Paris  with 
*'  such  acclamations  of  rapture,  that  he 
"  exclaimed  with  enthusiastic  transport, 
''  '  They  are  wild  to  see  a  king  1'  A  ge- 
''  neral  pardon  was  granted  to  all  who  had 
''  taken  up  arms;  and  the  greatest  order, 
*'  subordination,  and  propriety,  were  pre- 
*'  served  among  the  army  of  the  trium- 
"  phant  royalists,  while  the  king  obtained 
*  a  more  boundless  empire  over  the  hearts 

an  old  woman  of  eighty  caught  mu  by  the  arm  and 
kissed  me.  I  was  not  the  first  to  laugh  at  the  cir- 
cumstance. To-morrow  you  shall  sweeten  my  lip.'* 
Vide  Recueil  dcs  Leitres  dc  Henri  le  Grand  a  I\Jad, 
d'EstrCes. 
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*'  of  his  subjects  than  royalty  alone  could 
''  confer.  The  vivacity  of  his  temper,  the 
"  brilliancy  of  his  repartees,  the  conde- 
''  scension  of  his  nnanner3_,  rendered  him 
*'  the  idol  of  a  people  to  whom  such  ac- 
''  complishments  bear  a  magnetic  attrac- 
*'  tion.  All  the  principal  provinces  be- 
*' trayed  an  impatience  to  submit  them- 
'^  selves  to  their  amiable  conqueror;  the 
*♦  Spaniards,  seeing-  that  in  the  centre 
"of  the  kingdom  all  was  lost  to  them,  re- 
^'  solved  to  impede  the  torrent  by  some 
'^  unexpected  stroke,  and  laid  siege  to 
"  Aix-la-Chapelle.  The  king  did  not 
''hesitate  a  moment  to  quit  his  domestic 
''  concerns,  and  instantly  left  Paris  with 
"  his  troops,  and  some  of  his  principal  no- 
*'bility,  to  prevent  the  reduction  of  the 
'^  town.  1  attended  him  at  the  head  of  my 
"  regiment,  as  did  my  father,  but  unfor- 
*'  tunately,  before  we  arrived,  the  garrison 
*'  had  surrendered  to  the  count  de  Mans- 
*'  field,  the  Spanish  general. 

"  Without  giving  breathing  time  to  his 


248  THE   NOVICE    OF 

"  troops,  the  kin^,  by  way  of  reprisal,  in 
'^  staiUly  invested  Laon ;  which  by  the 
''  defeat  of  the  convoy  sent  (o  succour  il 
"  must  soon  submit  to  bis  majesty,  al- 
''  though  the  garrison  still  holds  out  with 
''  an  obstinate  intrepidity  that  deserves 
''  success^  though  it  \%  impossible  it  can 
^^  command  it. 

"  The  extreme  agitation  of  public  af- 
''  fairs,  and  the  anxiety  with  which  every 
''  one  has  entered  into  the  interest  of  the 
''  king,  has  for  the  present  suspended  all 
*'  private  considerations  in  the  hearts  of 
''  iiis  adiieren(s.  iNly  father,  on  the  com- 
^'  mcncement  of  the  siege,  was  obliged  to 
*'  leave  the  camp  for  the  province  he  go- 
*'  verned  :  and  the  king's  favour  conferred 
''  on  his  son  that  high  military  command 
'*  which  he  had  been  obliged  to  relinquish. 
''  To  this  undeserved  lionour  was  added  the 
''  flattering  distinction  of  being  appointed 
"  one  of  the  hundred  who  accompanied 
''  the  duke  de  TBiron  in  his  late  hazardous 
\'  and  successful  enterprizc.     Oh!  in  this 
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*'  instance,  shall  I  not  become  a  fatalist  in 
*^  sentiment,  and  believe  it  was  a  happy 
'^  destiny  that  governed  an  event  which 
*'  threw  into  my  possession  such  a  prhe, 
"  as  required  more  heroism  in  Scipio  to 
''  resign  than  to  effect  the  victory  which 
''  made  it  his  ?  When,  in  the  horrid  tu- 
''  mult  of  the  battle,  my  eyes,  dazzled  by 
''  the  flying  or  contending  multitude, 
"  shocked  by  the  prospect  of  protracted 
'^  carnage  and  human  butchery^  recoiling 
"  from  the  horrors  which  blasted  their 
"  glance,  turned  towards  that  spot  where 
''  an  intrepid  youthful  champion,  with 
"  more  than  mortal  courage,  defended  a 
''  prostrate  friend,  oh  !  how  little  did  I 
''  think  that  that  champion  was  the  daugh- 
''  ter  of  the  count  St.  Dorval !  that  that  he- 
'^  roic  daughter  was  the  timid  gentle  Imo- 
''  gen!  yet  even  then  my  heart's  fond  in- 
"  stinct  led  me  towards  the  spot  your  pre- 
'*  sence  sanctified  ;  but  the  fury  of  pursuit 
*^  tore  me  from  thee,  and  I  could  only 
"  charge  two  of  my  soldiers  in  thy  favour. 
L  2 
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"  The  hurry,  the  confusion,  which  ever 
"  succeeds  a  fierce  engagement,  prevented 
''  me  enquiring  for  a  prisoner  who  had  ex- 
''  cited  no  common  interest,  and  whom  I 
''  looked  on  as  my  own  ;  for,  dreadful  to 
''  think!  it  was  my  interference  that  saved 
*'  the  most  invaluable  of  lives,  and  changed 
''  a  cruel  death  into,  1  trust,  a  mild  capti- 
''  vity. 

''  And  now,"  added  (lie  baron  with  a 
faint  smile,  "  I  will  at  least  grant  a  truce 
''  to  the  patience  and  flattering  attention 
''  with  which  you  have  honoured  a  soldier's 
''  plain  unvarnished  tale,  that  lost  its  in- 
*'  terest  to  the  reciter  when  you  ceased  to 
''  be  its  theme."  The  baron  paused;  while 
the  name  of  mademoiselle  de  V hover- 
ed on  the  lip  of  Imogen,  her  eye  seemed 
to  demand  why  he  had  turned  the  most  in- 
teresting crisis  of  his  detail  into  the  stream 
of  public   alTairs,    and   left  his   situation 

with  respect  to  mademoiselle  de  V 

unascertained,  to  speak  of  the  political 
state  of  France.     The  baron  read  the  in- 
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terrogatlon  in  the  expressive  glance  which 
was  raised  to  his  face,  and  added  in  a  tone 
of  hesitation,  ''  but  though,  my  fair  audi- 
''  tress,  I  have  granted  a  truce  to  your  pa- 
"■  tience,  I  cannot  wholly  relinquish  my 
*'  claims  to  it,  and  if  1  dared  to  believe,  to 
''  hope,  that  at  a  future  period" — ''  My 
''  lord,"  repeated  Imogen  in  a  tone  of  mor- 
tification, and,  rising  from  her  seat,  then  in 
a  firmer  voice  added,  "I  at  least  can  have 
'*  no  further  claims  on  your  candour.  Mo- 
''  ments  like  these,  to  a  mind  wearied  by 
"  anxiety,  are  precious.  Will  you  not 
*"'  suffer  me  to  hope  you  will  use  them  in 
^'  my  favour,  by  effecting  my  immediate 
"  restoration  to  my  suffering  father?' 

The  baron's  colour  changed  as  she 
spoke  ',  he  paced  the  tent  with  rapid  steps, 
while  the  emotions  of  his  countenance  be- 
trayed those  internal  struggles  which  agi- 
tated a  mind  divided  between  contendine: 
passions.  As  Imogen's  timid  eye  pur- 
sued the  motion  of  the  youthful  warrior's 
graceful  form,  or  marked  the  pensive  gloooi 
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that  hung  upon  his  manly  brow,  and 
dimmed  the  lustre  of  his  shining  eyes,  a 
l^rofound  sigh  escaped  her  lips,  in  which 
her  father's  fate  could  claim  no  share.  She 
again  seated  herself,  and  supported  her 
drooping  head  on  the  hand  that  concealed 
her  face.  That  tender  sigh  acted  like  a 
spell  on  the  feelings  of  llie  baron  :  he  ad- 
vanced, and,  respectfully  taking  her  hand, 
fixed  his  eyes_,  full  of  melancholy  but  re- 
proachful expression,  on  her  half-averted 
face,  and  exclaimed,  ''  An  immediate  resr 
^*  toration  !  and  are  you  then,  O  Imogen  ! 
*'  so  impatient  to  leave  one  who — " 

"^  My  lord,"  interrupted  Imogen,  dis- 
engaging her  hand,  and  in  evident  pertur- 
bation, ''impatience  is  too  cold  a  word." 

''  Well,  madam/'  said  the  baron,  with 
an  air  of  moitification  mingled  with  a 
hauteur  that  perhaps  formed  the  predomi- 
nant expression  of  his  countenance  and 
manner,  ''  we  will  not  dispute  about  the 
"  word,  when  the  sentiment  is  so  obvious. 
''  Reluctant  as  the  count  de  St.  Dorval 
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^'  may  be  to  owe  the  recovery  of  his  daugli  • 
*'  ter  to  a  Montargis,  every  nerve  shall  be 
*'  strained  to  effect  that  eagerly  wished-for 
*'  immediate  restoration.  I  go^  lady,"  con- 
tinued he,  as  he  put  on  his  helmet  and 
girded  on  his  sword,  ''  to  the  teat  of  his 
''  maje.sty,  to  inform  him  of  t!ie  rich  spoil 
''  the  fortune  of  war  has  graced  his  arms 
''  withal,  and  to  learn  the  fate  of  his  lovely 
*'  captive."  The  baron  retired,  and  Imo- 
gen almost  articulately  exclaimed,  "  Alas  ! 
*'  and  am  I  so  willingly  obeyed  !" 

Alone  and  unobserved,  the  long  repress- 
ed emotions  which  had  struiigled  in  the 
bosom  of  the  prisoner  rushed  over  her  heart 
with  the  overwhelming  inQuence  of  a  tor- 
rent, at  the  moment  when  it  first  bursts  the 
barrier  that  should  impede  its  headlong 
force.  She  wept,  but  each  tear  of  regret 
could  claim  a  kindred  smile  of  joy;  she 
sighed,  but  each  sigh  of  apprehension  was 
but  prelusive  of  a  thrill  of  hope.  Now  his 
inviolable  engagements  to  the  duke  de 
V floated  on  her  pensive  memory  -,  and 
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now  delighted  recollection  dwelt  on  those 
impassionate  declarations,  those  ardent 
looks,  those  warm  professions  and  tender 
sighs,  which  so  eloquently  declared  that 
in  this  alliance  of  policy  and  parental  am- 
bition the  heart  had  no  share,  and  that  the 
captive  daughter  of  the  count  de  St.  Dor- 
val  still  maintained  the  empire  won  by  the 
novice  of  St.  Dominick.  ''  And  yet," 
thought  Imogen,  '*  what  obscurity,  what 
''  mystery,  hovered  over  the  conclusion  of 
"  his  narrative  I  and  though  he  touched 
*^  with  so   much    modest   carelessness    on 

'^  the  partiality  of  mademoiselle  de  V , 

''  how  obviously  did  those  slight  but  mark- 
"■  ing  traits  of  her  character  and  conduct 
"  evince  the  tenderness,  the  fidelity,  the 
'*  heroism,  of  her  romantic  passion  !  *  Ena- 
''  moured  of  a  phantom  of  ideal  excel- 
"  lence  !'  Oh  no  !  her  love  was  founded  in 
"  nature,  in  sentiment,  in  reason  ;  it  was 
^'  the  homage  of  the  heart  to  virtue,  in 
''*  virtue's  noblest  form ;  it  was  a  lively,  a 
^'  profound  consciousness  of  the  inestima- 
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"  ble  worth  of  goodness  united  to  genius, 
*'  taste,  and  knowledge;  it  was  a  love  so 
''  sanctioned,  that  to  have  felt  it  was  al- 
'^  most  to  partake  of  the  excellence  which 
''  gave  it  birth."  It  was  thus  the  heart  of 
Imogen  borrowed  a  suffrage  for  its  own 
weakness,   by  excusing  that   of  anotiier^ 

and  attributing  to  mademoiselle  de  V 

all  she  herself  had  experienced. 

Th.Mi  reverting  again  (o  her  rival,  she 
continued  :  ''Audit  was  reserved  for  thee, 
^'  O  happy  and  amiable  woman  !  to  pro- 
**  tect  and  save  the  idol  of  your  affections  ; 
"  the  saviour  of  his  forfeit  life,  his  libe- 
'*  rator  from  captivity,  his  tender  atten- 
^' dant  in  sickness;  but  it  rests  in  the 
"  generous  and  grateful  heart  of  Montargis 
'^  to  reward  thee  for  these  acts  of  love  !'' 
The  sense  of  her  own  empire  over  that 
heart  faded  into  despondency  at  this  con- 
viction the  sophistry  of  her  fears  had  ad- 
duced ;  and  she  beheld  the  baron  de  Mon- 
targis the  happy  husband  of  the  enviable 
de  V ;    ''while  I/'    she  continued. 


256  THE    NOVICE    OF 

*'  still  wandering  hopelessly  on  in  love's 
*'  dreary  pilgrimage,  faithful  though  af- 
''  flicted,  constant  though  deceived,  shall 
'^  waste  the  spirit  of  youth  in  cliill  despon- 
"  dency,  then  die  without  the  hope  of 
^'  surviving  my  existence  in  the  memory 
'^  of  him  for  whom  alone  1  lived  !'*  It  is 
the  peculiar  property  of  dehcate  and  re- 
fined minds,  united  to  lively  and  ardent 
imaginations,  to  enjoy  more  bliss  from 
fancied  happiness  than  human  reality  can 
confer,  and  to  suffer  more  from  ideal  woes 
than  human  calamities  can  impose.  The 
sufferings  of  Imogen  were  of  the  heart 
and  imagination,  and  they  were  insupport- 
able. Abandoning  herself  to  the  influence 
of  her  emotion,  she  folded  her  arms  on  the 
table,  and,  reposing  her  head  on  them, 
Aveptthe  fate  her  own  fancy  hail  conjured 
up.  At  that  moment  the  baron  entered; 
he  started  as  he  observed  her  attitude  and 
agitation.  The  pride  of  Imogen  recoiled 
from  the  discovei^y  of  her  weakness,  and 
she  strove  to  disguise  it  beneath  an  af- 
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fected  indifterence  and  iiaughtine^s  of 
manner.  She  dried  her  cycs^  and  arose 
widi  an  air  of  graceful  dignit)^  The  ba- 
ron, taking  her  hand,  looked  with  tender 
anxiety  on  her  face^  and  with  a  faint  and 
affectionate  voice  exclaimed,  ''  In  tears, 
'Imogen?'*  '^  A  tear,  I  believe,  my 
''  lord,"  said  Imogen,  with  a  forced  smile, 
''  is  no  unusual  guest  in  the  eye  of  a  cap- 
^'  tive."  *'  And  do  yoii  feel  yourself  a 
*'  captive,  lady?"  reproachfully  demanded 
the  baron.  '^  I  am  not  insensible  to  your 
''  goodness,'*  said  Imogen,  with  assumed 
firmness,  ''  but  I  feel  lama  child  divided 
*'  from  a  suffering  father,  who  at  this  mo* 
*'  ment  may  require  all  a  child's  solicitude 
^'  and  care.'*  At  her  father's  name  the 
full  heart  of  Imogen  again  sent  tears  to 
her  eyes. 

'"Imogen,"  said  the  baron,  relinquish- 
ing her  hand,  and  in  great  perturbation, 
^'  do  not  make  mc  hate  thy  virtues — do  not 
*^  force  me  to  believe  that  a  new-formed 
*'  affection  for  a  being  whose  very  exist- 
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*'  ence  but  a  few  tfays  back  was  unknown 
''  to  thee,  supersedes  every  other  senti- 
**  ment^  every  other  feeling-  in  your  bosom. 
''  Let  a  friendship  once  so  candidly  avow- 
"  cd,  so  solemnly  pledged,  a  compassion 
''  once  so  freely  granted^  still  maintain 
"  some  influence  in  that  all-filial  heart. 
*'  Once,  O  Imogen  !  you  agreed  with  me 
*^  that  collateral  ties  were  not  all  sufficient 
♦*  to  fill  up  the  heart's  aching  void.'* 

To  this  Imogen  made  no  reply ;  her 
harassed  spirits  were  unable  to  resist  the 
force  of  her  feelings,  and  she  only,  and 
in  a  faint  voice,  demanded  if  his  embassy  to 
the  king  had  been  crowned  with  success  ? 
The  baron  threw  himself  into  a  chair  be- 
side her,  and  replied  :  '^^  As  I  suspected, 
'^  my  application  for  this  evening  was  too 
^'  late.  The  king  has  been  labouring  all 
^'  day  in  the  trenches  like  a  common  sol- 
*'  dier,  in  order  to  encourage  and  animate 
*'  his  men,  who  look  up  to  him  equally  for 
^'  example  and  reward.  The  baron  de 
I'  Rosni  has  at  last  prevailed  on   him  to 
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"  retire  to  rest ;  and,  aftertwo  nights  spent 
**  in  watching  and  anxiety,  he  has  fallen 
"  into  a  profound  sleep,  and  for  this  night 
*'  it  would  he  impossihle  to  obtain  an  au- 
'^  dience.  1  regret  the  circumstanco  on 
^'  your  account,  altliough  it  could  avail 
*'  little  more  than  soothing  your  impa- 
*'  tience;  for  the  evening  is  far  advanced, 
'*  and  until  to-morrow  nothing  could  be 
*'  done."  Imogen  bowed  her  head,  and 
answered  only  with  a  sigh  of  very  equivo- 
cal birth.  She  was  not  glad  to  be  detain- 
ed from  her  father^  but  she  was  not  sorry 
to  enjoy  a  little  longer  the  society  of  one 
from  whom  perhaps  she  was  about  for 
ever  to  be  severed. 

The  baron,  gazing  on  the  heaviness  of 
her  fine  eyes  and  the  paleness  of  her  cheeks, 
said,  with  tender  solicitude,  as  he  arose, 
''  Let  thy  heart  for  this  night  rest  in 
*'  peace,  for  thy  harassed  nature  demands 
'*  repose  ;  the  heaviness  of  fatigue  beyond 
'^  thy  strength  to  bear  hangs  upon  thy 
I'  brow,  and  fades  the  roses  on  thy  check. 
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'*  Within  the  limits  of  this  tent,  unmeet 
*'  indeed  for  such  a  guest,  safety  shall 
'-  shield  thee,  and  preserve  this  spot  sa- 
*'  cred  to  thee  from  the  violation  of  every 
"  intruder.  My  station  lies  within  view 
•*  of  this  honoured  tent,  and  I  shall  guard 
*'  my  illustrious  prisoner  with  no  small 
*'  circumspection." 

Then  bowing  on  her  hand,  and  grace- 
fully paying  the  salutation  of  the  night,  he 
retired.  He  had  scarcely  left  her,  when 
the  two  females  who  had  attended  her  in 
the  morning  presented  themselves;  and 
having  brought  in  tapers,  and  arranged 
a  couch  in  the  inward  division  of  the  tent, 
they  otTered  their  services  to  Imogen  to 
assist  her  in  undressing,  which  she  thank- 
fully declined,  and  was  again  left  to  her- 
self. The  first  wild  tumult  of  her  thoughts 
had  subsided  into  a  train  of  more  calm 
consideration,  and  the  extreme  fatigue  of 
mind  and  spirits  which  she  had  undergone 
soon  lulled  the  irritation  of  her  feelings, 
and  overpowered  the  influence  of  her  emo- 
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tions.  The  first  night-watch  had  not  re- 
linquished his  station  at  the  entrance  of 
the  tent,  when  the  sulTcrings  of  the  past, 
the  anxieties  of  the  future,  and  the  reflec- 
lions  of  the  present^  were  buried  in  the 
soft  oblivion  of  profound  repose. 


CHAP,     XVII. 


L'art  de?in  de  peindre  I'esprit  a  I'esprit. 

J.  J.  Rousseau. 
The  High  cotilmiinion  of  superior  minris, 

Akknside. 

THE  sun  rode  high  in  the  horizon  be- 
fore Imogen  left  a  couch  over  which  the 
spirit  of  repose  seemed  to  shed  its  choicest 
gifts  :  calm  and  undisturbed  had  been  her 
sleep,  and  fancy's  fairest  spell  conjured  up 
the  fairest  visions  of  joy  to  the  dream  of 
her  rest ;  the  cares,  the  anxieties,  the  tur- 
bulent emotions  of  the  preceding  day  were 
lulled  into  forgetfulness  in  the  grateful 
sensation  of  renovated  strength  and  re- 
cruited spirits;  health  blushed  on  her 
cheek  and  sparkled  in  her  eye,  and  the  tone 
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of  her  mind  and  fctlings  were  well  calcu- 
lated to  banish  dejection,  convert  languor 
into  vivacity,  and  open  the  soul  to  the  vi- 
sitation of  hope,  of  joy,  of  love. 

Fresh  from  the  duties  of  her  simple 
toilet^  she  entered  the  outer  apartment^ 
>vhere  an  elegant  breakfast  was  spread  that 
seemed  to  come  "  with  a  wish,  and  with  a 
**  wish  retired."  The  drapery  of  the  tent, 
drawn  aside  to  admit  the  fragrance  of  the 
morning  air,  discovered  to  the  eye  the 
splendid  spectacle  of  the  whole  army 
drawn  out  on  an  extensive  plain,  while  a 
number  of  fine  military  bands  filled  the  air 
with  strains  of  martial  music,  the  uncloud- 
ed sun  poured  a  flood  of  radiance  over  the 
animated  scene,  and  the  arms  of  the  sol- 
diers brilliantly  reflected  back  the  beams 
which  played  on  their  points. 

High  above  the  innumerable  military 
commanders  which  strewed  the  plain,  at- 
tired in  all  the  '*  dread  magnificence"  of 
war,  the  ponderous  casque,  shining  faul- 
chion,  invulnerable  breast-plate,  and  pliant 
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cuirasses,  the  graceful  form  of  the  colonel 
of  the  king's  hfe  guards,  the  baron  de  ^lon- 
targis,  towered  in  lofty  eminence,  and  the 
round  full  tones  of  his  deep  and   mellow 
voice  distinctly  vibrated  amidst   the  wild 
variety  of  sound  that  assailed  the  ear  of  his 
prisoner;  while  her  fond  and  searching 
glance    soon  discovered   him  amidst    the 
gaudy  mukitude^  the  hero  of  an  army  of 
Jieroes:  even  *^  the  lion  port"  of  majesty, 
though  surrounded  by  all  the  insignia  of 
royal  rank^  passed  on  unheeded.  Her  eye, 
the  obedient  organ  of  her  soul,  took  in  no 
object  save  that  which  governed  its  every 
feeling ;  and  her  ear_,  the  faithful  passage 
to  her  heart,  received  no  sound  but  that 
which  alone  and  ever  awakened  its  live- 
liest thrill  of  bliss.     Never^  indeed^  was  a 
form  more  calculated  to  fascinate  the  ima- 
gination of  genius,  and  lend  to  poetry  and 
painting  the  finest  model  of  youthful  he- 
roism personified,  than  that  of  the  baron 
de  Montargis  in  his  military  habit,  which, 
splendid,  graceful^  and  characteristic,  was 
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admirably  adapted  to  the  majesty  of  mien, 
the  dignity  of  air,  and  that  animated  ex- 
pression of  countenance  and  Roman  out- 
line of  features,  which  eminently  distin- 
guished his  person,  and  gave  him  to  the 
enamoured  eye,  the  fervid  and  glowing 
fancy,  of  Imogen  as  a  being  of  a  higher 
sphere, 

"  On  whom  each  god  had  set  his  seal, 
'*  To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man.'* 

When  the  troops  dispersed,  and  she  be- 
held the  baron  struggling  through  the 
crowd  to  approach  her  tent,  his  plumy 
crest  waving  in  the  breeze  above  the  infe- 
rior multitude  that  surrounded  him,  her 
heart  beat  with  a  velocity  that  would  have 
mocked  the  calculation  of  medical  skill  to 
ascertain  ;  pleasure  swam  in  her  eye,  blush- 
ed on  her  cheek,  and  shed  its  bright  illu- 
mination over  every  feature  of  her  ani- 
mated face,  to  which  the  rapturous  irrita- 
tion of  her  feelings  gave  a  marked  and 
sweet  expression. 

With  a  rosy  confusion  of  manner,  and  a 
smile  playful  though  artless^  she  advanced 
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to  meet  her  amiable  conqueror.  He 
pressed  the  hand  held  out  to  him  to  his 
lips,  and  gazed  in  silent  delight  on  the  in- 
sinuatins:  naivete  of  her  air  and  the  fresh- 
ness  of  her  beauty's  renovated  bloom. 

*'  Certainly,"  said  he,  as  he  seated  him- 
self by  her,  *^  you  have  been  on  such  an 
"  embassy  as  Psyche  was  invested  with  by 
"  Venus  when  she  received  from  Proser- 
*'  pine  a  casket  of  blushes^  blooms,  and 
"  graces,  enchanting  looks  and  sovereign 
''  smiles  ;  but  that  you  have  betrayed  your 
*'  trust,  and  reserved  for  yourself  those 
'*  treasures  intended  for  the  deity  whom 
^'  you  resemble." 

''  What,  my  lord,"  said  Imogen  gaily, 
and  contemplating  his  warlike  appearance, 
"  a  soldier  and  a  courtier  !  gallani  in  the 
"  chamber  as  the  field,  with  a  device  on 
"  your  shield  like  that  of  x\lcibiades,  a 
"  Cupid  playing  with  thunderbolts." 

"  But  with  this  difference,"  said  the 
baron  emphatically,  "  that  the  treacherous 
*'  urchin  has  turned  his  arms  against  my- 
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*'  self,  instead  of  pointing  them  at  my 
^*  foes;  and  yet  he  knows  the  moderation 
"  of  my  desires,  and  that  the  rich  plunder 
*'  of  one  inestimable  heart  is  all  the  spoil 
''  my  utmost  ambition  pants  to  possess." 

The  baron  fixed  a  smiling  but  impas- 
sioned glance  on  Imogen's  face,  who,  in 
blushing  confusion,,  and  sensible  of  the  de- 
licacy of  her  situation,  vvhicli  the  weakness 
of  her  heart  rendered  doubly  obvious,  en- 
deavoured to  give  an  inditferent  turn  to 
the  conversation,  and  spoke  of  the  pleasure 
she  had  received  from  the  late  splendid 
spectacle  she  had  witnessed. 

^'^  Yes/'  said  the  baron,  "the  profession 
"  of  a  soldier  wears  a  very  attractive  aspect 
"  to  those  who  only  behold  it  in  its  holi- 
*'  day  garb,  in  all  its  splendid  panoply, 
*'  divested  of  its  vicissitudes,  its  horrors, 
''  and  its  sufferings,  I  remember,  when 
'-  a  boy,  being  present,  for  the  first  time, 
''  at  a  review  held  by  Henry  the  Third  at 
''  Fontainblcau.  My  senses,  my  imagi- 
"  nation,  wore  captivated,  dazzled;  mili- 
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"  tary  enthusiasm  instantly  plumed  her 
**  rapid  wing,  and  wandered  throui»h  such 
^*  scenes  of  bright  illusion  performed  such 
*'  feats  of  supernatural  conrai^e  and  god- 
'^  like  heroism  as  romance  loves  to  design 
'<  and  fancy  to  colour  witii  her  brightest 
**  tints.  1  burnt  my  Demt  sthenes  for  be- 
''  ing  less  eminent  in  the  field  than  the 
^'  rostrum,  and  abandoned  Horace  as  a 
**  cow^ard,  to  be  destroyed  by  moths  and 
''  must:  while  the  Achilles  of  Homer  and 
^'  the  Eneas  of  Virgil,  with  a  few  preux 
*'  chevaliers  of  modern  date,  became  my 
*'  study  and  my  models.  But,  alas!  a  few 
**  years'  military  experience  faded  the 
'*  glowing  tints  my  imagination  had  shed 
"  over  the  picture.  1  saw  that  the  laurels 
'*  which  fame  flung  over  the  path  of  vic- 
'«  tory  did  but  conceal  his  footsteps'  bloody 
^'  track,  and  that  the  heart  of  humanity, 
'*  of  reason,  groaned  in  anguish  over  those 
<<  deeds  which  gave  immortality  to  the 
*<  name  of  the  hero.  I  saw  the  ambition 
•'  of  a  few,  the  scourge  of  millions^   and 
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"  I  beheld  the  warrior  in  his  splendid 
"  career  overturning  the  rights*  the  lit)€r- 
*'  ties,  and  happiness  of  mankind,  and 
*'  obtaining  a  deathless  name  for  having 
^^  desolated  and  laid  waste  the  fairest  trea- 
V'  sures  in  the  moral  and  natural  world." 

^'  But  I  am  sure,"  said  Imogen,  delight- 
ed with  such  sentiments  from  the  lips  of 
one  who  was  yet  in  the  heyday  of  valour- 
ous  enthusiasm;  *'  I  am  sure  that  even  on 
'^  the  list  of  conquest  there  are  many 
'«  names  to  be  found  who  tempered  mag- 
**  nanimity  with  moderation  and  courage 
*'  with  humanity/' 

*'  I  hope  and  believe  there  are;"  said  the 
baron ;  "  but  partial  instances  are  not  an 
'«  overbalance  for  the  effects  of  a  general 
''  and  radical  evil." 

^'  It  is  not  every  one,"  said  Imogen 
with  a  smile,  "  who  has  the  courage  to 
*'  reveal  and  acknowledge  the  faults  of 
*'  his  mistress/' 

"  War  is  not  my  mistress/*  said  the 
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baron,  '*  but  my  affianced  bride,  from 
*'  whom  I  cannot  in  honour  retreat,  though 
**  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  it  -will." 

The  strong  allusion  which  this  care- 
lessly-uttered figure  bore  to  the  real  state 
of  the  baron's  more  intimate  engai^ements 
struck  with  the  force  of  electricity  not  only 
on  his  o  wn  apprehension  but  on  that  of 
Imogen.  Both  changed  colour  under  the 
influence  of  kindred  emotion,  and  botii 
were  for  a  moment  confused  and  silent. 
The  baron,  recovering  his  presence  of 
mind,  at  last  gaily  exclaimed  :  *'  Bat  a 
«<  truce  with  war  and  all  its  horrors  at  a 
**  moment  when  nothing  but  peace  and 
"joy  should  be  the  subjects  of  disquisi- 
"  tion  :  it  is  time  for  me  to  ask  my  lovely 
''  guest  if  the  soldier's  rough  couch  and 
*'  the  noisy  bustle  of  a  camp  allowed  her 
*'  that  repose  her  weariness  demanded?'* 

''  Yes,  my  lord,"  said  Imogen,  gladly 
catching  his  gaiety,  *♦  such  profound  re- 
*'  pose  as  might  rival  Epimenides's  sleep 
^'  of  half  a  century." 
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"  Then  perhaps,"  said  he,  "  you  also 
'^  possess  the  skill  of  Epimenides  in  ex- 
'^  plaining  dreams  ;  and  were  I  to  discover 
*'  those  which  hovered  in  my  fancy  while 
'*  I  snatched  a  transient  sleep  on  my  post 
''  last  night — but  perhaps  Uwere  as  well 
'^  to  conceal  them.  The  dreams  of  the 
**  heart  are  often  fatal  to  its  peace." 

Imogen  involuntarily  echoed  back  the 
half-checked  sigh  that  issued  from  the 
])aron'9  lips;  then  eagerly  asked  if  he  had 
obtained  an  audience  of  the  king. 

*'  No,"  he  replied  ;  **  T  have  only  be- 
''  held  his  majesty  in  the  field,  where  he 
^-  has  been  reviewing  his  forces  since  the 
•'  morning  dawn  :  but,"  said  he,  rising, 
"  if  you  desire  it  I  will  instantly  endea- 
'^  vour  to  see  him." 

*'  I  entreat  it,"  said  Imogen  earnestly; 
and  the  baron,  though  with  an  air  of  re- 
luctance, withdrew  to  obey  her  commands. 

As  he  left  the  tent,  part  of  the  curtain 
that  skreened  its  entrance  remained  un- 
drawn, and  admitted  the  dazzling  beams  of 
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the  sun,  which  played  on  the  polished  sur- 
face of  a  small  cabinet  that  filled  a  corner 
of  the  tent.  S!ie  approached  to  admire 
its  curious  workmanship,  when  acciden- 
tally laving-  her  hand  on  one  of  the  pan- 
nels  it  Hew  open,  and  she  found  it  was  a 
little  portable  library  filled  with  books  all 
in  duodecimo  size.  This  was  a  pleasing 
surprise  :  it  was  like  meeting'  a  circle  of 
friend-*  in  a  strans:e  land.  Si\e  had  looked 
with  eager  curiosity  and  delight  into  above 
twenty  volumes  before  the  baron  returned ; 
yet  60  short  was  his  absence,  that  she 
started  to  find  him  at  her  side  before  she 
thought  he*  had  reached  the  royal  tent. 

''^  I  have  again  to  regret,"  said  he,  ''the 
"  ill-success  of  my  embassy/'  while  the 
triumphant  smile  that  played  on  his  lip 
might  well  bring  the  sincerity  of  that  re- 
gret into  que--lion  "  A  cessation  of  arms 
"  agreed  on  between  the  besiegers  and 
"  the  besieged,"  continued  he,  ''has  given 
*'  the  king  a  holiday,  and  he  has  left  the 
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*'  camp  above  an  hour  back_,  allended  by 
**  some  of  his  principal  officers;  and 
*^  though  the  impatient  anxiety  may  re- 
*'  gret  the  event,  the  refined  delicacy  of 
*«  your  sentiments  will  approve  its  cause,, 
"  when  I  inform  you  that  this  amiable 
'«  monarch,  more  to  be  loved  as  a  man 
**  than  even  revered  as  a  hero^  is  gone 
"  to  visit  a  small  house  in  the  Forest  of 
*'  Folambray,  where  when  a  boy  he  had 
*<  been  regaled  with  fruit  and  new  milk, 
<' and  he  now  promises  himself  a  sweet 
''  though  melancholy  satisfaction,  known 
*'  only  to  superior  minds,  in  visiting  those 
*^  scenes  so  familiar  to  him  in  the  happy 
''  dawn  of  existence,  and  endeared  to  his 
**  heart  by  the  fond  recollection  of  many 
<'  pleasant  boyish  incidents  and  youthful 
*<  sports,  ill  exchanged  for  the  busy  cares 
"  and  more  important  trifles  of  riper  but 
''  less  felicitous  years." 

*«0h!"  said  Imogen,    '' 1  can  indeed 
«'  forgive  the  cause,  though  the  etfects  are 
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*^  SO  destructive  to  my  present  wishos. 
''  How  natural  to  court  even  the  returning 
**  shadow  of  those  sweet  and  lively  emo- 
'^  tions  which  usher  in  every  incident  in 
^'  the  first  sunny  era  of  life,  when  all  is 
*'  new  and  grateful  to  the  unsated  senses, 
<'  and  the  unpractised  feelings  are  trem- 
*'  blingly  alive  to  every  sweet  impression. 
*^  Restrained  and  limited  as  were  the  plea- 
**  sures  of  my  childhood,  yet  nature,  rich 
"  in  her  own  resources,  shed  many  aguile- 
"  less  joy  on  my  heart,  wiiich  even  now 
*'  throbs  with  the  recollection  of  its  infan- 
**  tine  delights,  and  experiences  in  each 
"  departed  day  the  death  of  sweet  sensa- 
''  tion,  which  can  never,  never  return." 

^*  But  which,"  said  the  baron_,  ''maybe 
<«  succeeded  by  a  sweeter.  O  Imogen  ! 
*'  the  pleasures  of  childhood  are  but  nega- 
*•  tive  ;  'tis  insensibility,  not  enjoyment ; 
^'  the  fancy  revels,  but  the  heart  lies  still ; 
*'  the  senses  are  amused,  but  the  senti- 
"ment  is  yet  dormant;  and  the  profound 
M  2 
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*^  source  of  bliss,  where  nature  sums  up 
"  all  her  joys  in  one,  is  still  reserved  for 
'*  life's  maturer  era,  when  the  powers  of 
"  the  soul,  the  imagination,  and  the  heart, 
"  are  all  awakened  into  rapturous  exist- 
*'  ence." 

The  ba^'on  took  Imogen's  hand  as  he 
spoke,  who,  evading  the  dangerous  theme 
he  seemed  anxious  to  prolong,  said,  as  she 
disengaged  her  trembling  hand:  "  There 
*'  is  something  so  cross  in  your  thus  miss- 
<«  ing  the  king,  my  lord,  a  second  time, 
''  that  1  am  tempted  to  believe  there  is 
"  some  fatality  hanging  over  my  capti- 
<«  vity  ;or  haply,"  she  added  with  a  smile, 
<*  like  other  distressed  damsels  in  the  days 
*'  of  chivalry,  I  am  under  the  spell  of  some 
^<  powerful  enchanter,''  At  the  word  en- 
chanter Imogen  colored,  and  a  glance  at 
the  baron's  countenance  covered  her  with 
confusion. 

''  U;'  said  he  lau^liingly,  ''  there  is  a 
*'  spell  in  the  question,  (is  I  only  who  am 
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"  under  its  influence.  Would  to  heaven 
''  that  spell  was  indeed  of  mutual  force, 
**  and  that  the  sorceress  who  exerted,  be- 
"  came  the  sufferer  of  her  own  art !  I  be- 
^'  lieve,  in  spite  of  the  Mosaic  law  and 
<^  the  capitularies  of  Charlemagne,  I 
<'  should  suffer  the  loitch  to  live,  and  even 
"  steal  ray  own  existence  from  her's." 

Imojren  was  at  that  moment  still  stand- 
ing  near  the  book-cabinet,  and  now  turned 
over  the  leaves  of  a  volume  she   held   in 
her   hand    with    great  eagerness,  as    if 
wholly  intent  on  the  occupation:  "  But_, 
*^  I  fear,"  said  the  baron,  after  a  minute's 
silence,  ''  that  I    intrude.      When  I   as- 
**  sured  you  this  tent  should  be  an  inviola- 
''  ble  sanctuary,  I  did  not  mean  to  secure 
*'  a    saving   clause    in    my    own    favour. 
*'  Shall  I  leave  you/'  said  he,  "  in  the 
'«  midst  of  society  which  will  at  least  af- 
*^  ford  you  entertainment,   though  I  fear 
*'  not  much  instruction  .^" 

**  Suffer  me  then,"  said  Imogen  with 
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an  insinutting  smile,  *'  to  enjoy  your 
*^  society,  from  which  I  shall  derive 
''  both." 

The  baron  bowed  with  a  look  of  proud 
and  gratified  feeling. 

*'  I  believe/'  continued  Imogen,  ''  I 
''  should  apologize  for  tliis  apparent 
^'  breach  of  trust,  but  the  door  of  the  ca- 
*^  binet  flew  open  to  my  touch;  and  to 
"  confess  the  truth,  I  was  as  much  pleased 
<'  to  examine  its  contents  as  amazed  to 
"  find  such  a  treasure  among  the  camp 
*'  equipage  of  a  military  commander. 
*'  How  few,  amidst  the  tumult  of  warfare, 
"  the  dissipation  of  a  military  life,  would 
''  find  leisure  for  intellectual  improve- 
<'  ment,  or  cherish  a  taste  for  literary  pur- 
<«suit!'* 

*'  And  yet,"  said  the  baron,  ''my  sweet 
''  flatterer,  I  am  afraid  that  such  an  appen- 
**  dage  in  a  tent  wears  rather  an  air  of 
*'  foppery,  for  even  the  gravest  pursuit  has 
[[  its  fopperies  j  but  to  confess  the  truths 
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*'  early  habits  of  study  have  so  methodized 
''  into  principle,  that  on  the  score  of  self- 
'^  denial  I  should  have  more  merit  in  re- 
"  linquishing  my  books  than  retaining 
*'  them  as  the  constant  companions  of  my 
"  public  as  well  as  my  private  life.  I  may 
**  say,  with  the  elegant  Pliny,  that  'they 
*'  feast  my  soul  with  a  voluptuousness 
''  which  is  never  followed  by  disgusts  ;* 
'*  and  though  my  leisure  to  enjoy  them  is 
**  limited,  yet  it  is  wonderful  how  many 
*•  odd  minutes  and  half-hours  lie  heavy  on 
''  one's  hands  even  in  the  most  active  pro- 
'*  fessions,  which  a  book  delightfully  and 
"  usefully  occupies.  Apropos  of  Pliny, 
*'  whose  charming  letters  I  have  so  often 
**  seen  in  >our  hands  at  Montmorell  in 
"  the  original.  Here  is  the  first  French 
*'  translation  of  him  we  hear  of;  and  what 
''  renders  it  doubly  interesting,  in  spite  of 
''  its  obsolete  style,  is,  that  it  was  made  by 
''  the  beautiful  duchess  of  Burgogne,  niece 
*^  to  the  cardinal  de  Bologne,  in  conjunc- 
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"  tion  with  our  unfortunate  king  John, 
*'  so  long-  the  prisoner  of  the  illustrious^ 
''  Edward  the  Third  of  England." 

''  Interesting  indeed  \"  said  Imogen, 
eagerly  taking  the  book  from  his  hands  3 
*^  and  it  reflects  no  little  honour  on  our 
*'  sex  that  the  duchess  was  among  the 
«'  earliest  revivers  of  letters  at  a  period  of 
^'  literary  darkness,  when  the  unhappy 
''  royal  John,  with  all  his  passion  for 
"  books,  could  not  collect  above  twenty 
"  volumes  in  his  library  '' 

'^  But  we  must  not  let  this  charming 
"  duchess  engross  all  the  merit/*  said  the 
baron,  drawing  out  a  small  volnme;  **for 
*'  here  are  some  charming  poenjs  by  her 
'^  fair  cotemporary,  Jane  of  Rourbon,  wife 
*'  of  Charles  the  Fifth;  whoengaged  Philip 
•'  de  Vitri  the  beloved  friend  of  Petrarch, 
'"  to  translate  info  French  ver;?e  the  Meta- 
*'  morphoses  of  Ovid  How  could  Pe- 
'*  trarch  at  that  very  period  give  us  the 
''  name  of  barbarians^  when  France  boast- 
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''  ed  two  such  women  as  the  duchess  of 
*'  Burgogne  and  Jane  of  Bourbon  ?" 

**  And  what  have  you  got  on  this  shelf," 
said  Imogen,  *'  that  looks  so  splendidly 
''  attired?" 

''^The  ephemeral  productions  of  modern 
**  holiday  writers/'  said  the  baron,  **  al- 
'^  most  beneath  your  attention,  and  merely 
*'  calculated  to  amuse  the  mind,  not  to 
'^  inform  it." 

"  Nay,"  said  Imogen,  smiling,  ''  though 
"  I  have  lived  so  long  with  one  of  the 
'*  prejudiced  literati  of  Francis  the  First's 
*'  day,  I  have  not  imbibed  her  pedantry 
'^  so  strongly  as  to  look  down  with  con- 
*'  tempt  on  every  work  that  does  not  smell 
*''  of  the  mu&t  of  antiquity.  Some  of  the 
*^  very  few  modern  works  the  library  of 
''  Montmorell  afforded  gave  infinite  plea- 
*'  sure  in  their  perusal." 

**  Indeed  !'  said  the  baron  ;  "  then  give 
*'  me  leave  to  recommend  to  you  this  little 
*'  volunye :  it  is  Astrea,a  charming  ronnance 
''  by  d'Urfe,  a  novel-writer  of  late  date. 
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*'  to  whom  fancy  and  common  sense  are 
''  much  indebted :  the  one  is  chastened, 
*'  corrected,  and  restrained,  by  his  judg- 
'^  ment;  the  other  restored  to  his  place  in 
'^  the  empire  of  Imagination." 

''  I  have  read  but  few  romances,"  said 
Imogen  ;  ''  those  few  which  the  library  of 
'*  Montmoreli  supplied  did  not  induce  me 
''  to  wish  to  extend  my  studies  in  that  line. 
'^  I  remember  being  heartily  weary  of  the 
''  t?ild  tales  of  Diargue,  the  disciple  of 
^'  Ariosto.  and  not  much  interested  in  the 
"  wonderful  histories  of  Leuceppe  and 
"  Clitophon,  or  the  romantic  loves  of 
*'  Theagenes  and  Charicles." 

'*  Which  last,"  said  the  baron,  '^  is  in 
*'  fact  the  progenitor  of  the  whole  fan- 
*'  tastic  species  of  romance.  Strange  to 
'*  say,  it  was  the  work  of  a  holy  father, 
*^  the  sage  lleliodorus,  bishop  of  Irecas; 
"  and  so  enamoured  was  the  piou»  divine 
''  of  his  literary  bantling,  that,  when  con- 
''  demned  by  a  most  gothic  synod  either 
*'  to  suppress  his  book  or  resign  his  epis- 
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"  copal  honour.^,  he  (in  the  true  spirit  of 
"  authorship)  preterred  the  latter,  and  sa- 
'*  criliced  the  mitre  for  the  hays,  the  crc- 
"  sier  for  the  pen." 

*^  He  is  not,  I  believe/'  said  Imoger, 
''  the  only  sacred  author  romance  can 
''  boast  of  in  her  service.  I  remember 
''  when  first  I  caraeto  Montmorell,  Thec- 
'*  dore,  the  young*  pa2;e,  (who  was  deeply 
"  read  in  romantic  lore,)  lent  me  the 
*'  Feats  of  Charlemagne  the  Great^  by 
"  the  archbishop  Turpin ;  containing 
''  many  wonderful  exploits  and  supernatu- 
*'  ral  deeds  performed  by  the  emperor  be- 
"  fore  the  walls  of  Narbonne.  At  first, 
''  my  young  and  untutored  imaginatioa, 
''  was  captivated  by  this  species  of  fiction  ; 
"  but  as  my  judgment  matured,  not  evea 
*'  the  sanctity  of  the  author  was  sufficient 
*'  to  awaken  any  interest  to  a  recapitula- 
''  tion  of  extraordinary  adventures,  which 
*'  shocked  probability  without  amusing  the 
"  mind;  of  extravagant  actions,  not  even 
^*  the  licence  of  romance  should  tolerate ; 
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'^  while  the  high-wrought  virtues  of  their 
'•  all-perfect  heroines  and  supernatural  he- 
**  roes  put  my  patience  sadly  to  the  test^ 
"  and  never  failed  to  exhaust  my  attention. 
^'  In  fact,  I  believe  nothing  can  be  less 
''  sublime  than  my  taste  ;  for,  beyond  the 
*'  boldest  flights  of  extravagant  fancy  or 
'^  eccentric  genius,  I  prefer  those  works 
^'  whose  mild  and  natural  fictions  touch 
''  the  heart,  and  call  its  sv\eetest  feelings 
'^Into  being;  those  simple  stories  which 
"  unfold  a  series  of  events,  such  as  life's 
''vicissitudes  may  eventually  display; 
*'  where  the  characters  strongly  drawn, 
''  but  not  over-wrought,  are  placed  in  in^ 
*'  teresting  situations ;  and  where  the 
"  warm,  the  tender  affections  of  the  heart 
''  form  the  ground- work  of  the  piece." 

"  Yes,"  said  the  baron  with  a  sigh,  and 
fixing  his  delighted  eyes  on  the  face  of 
Imogen,  "  my  charming  critic,  you  are 
**  right :  it  is  on  the  heart  alone  we  are  all 
**  dependent  for  life's  best  blisses;  reason 
*'  may   degenerate   into  sophistry,  fancy 
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*'  into  delusion,  but  the  heart,  the  heart 
"  is  the  infalhble,  the  immutable  guide  to 
*'  supreme  felicity  :  and  yet  its  vicissitudes 
"  are  dreadful ;  but  its  joys,  its  fullabun- 
**  dant  joys — Oh!  who  would  not  endure 
*■*  its  sufferings  for  an  age  to  enjoy  its 
'^  blisses  but  for  an  hour!'* 

"  I  must  confess,''  said  Imogen,  smiling, 
'*  I  am  not  one  of  those  enthusiastic  epi- 
•'  cures  in  bliss." 

"  You  !  you  !  Imogen,"  exclaimed  the 
baron,  seizing  both  her  hands,  and  gazing 
ardently  on  her ;  then  suddenly  letting  them 
fall,  he  added,  ''  Alas!  thou  knowest  not 
*'  what  thou  art,  the  profound  emotion  of 
"  which  thou  art  capable  ;  for  th?/  heart,  I 
"  fear,  lies  yet  unconscious  of  its  riches!" 

Imogen,  more  confused  by  the  manner 
in  which  these  words  were  uttered  than 
their  purport,  turned  to  the  cabinet,  and, 
taking  down  another  volume,  said,  "  What 
"  have  we  got  here?  Petrarch  ?  How  much 
*'  I  regret  my  ignorance  of  the  Italian 
*'  language,  since  it  novT  prevents  mc  sa- 
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*'  tisfyin^  a  curiosity  so  long  induli^eJ. 
''  Pray,  my  lord,  was  not  this  far-famed 
*'  writer  the  most  ardent^  the  most  con- 
*'  stant,  tlie  most  unfortunate  of  lovers  ?'' 

"  I  believe/'  said  the  baron,  smiling  at 
the  romantic  simplicity  of  the  question, 
and  the  naivete  with  which  it  was  demand- 
ed, '  1  believe,  if  you  had  given  liim  the 
''  epithet  of  the  most  poetical,  it  would  be 
*'  at  least  as  just  as  any  you  have  honoured 
"  him  with,  for  I  have  always  thought  that 
"  neither  his  amatory  joys  or  sorrows  were 
'*  of  the  heart:  indeed,  if  I  recollect  right, 
*'  he  somewhere  acknowledges  himself, 
*'  *  that  it  was  requisite  he  should  be  un- 
"  happy  ;'  for^  had  his  love  been  propi- 
''  tious,  we  should  have  had  no  charming 
*^*  plaintive  sonnets ;  and  I  believe  he  would 
*'  rather  have  resigned  his  mistress  than  his 
*'  muse,  and  served  the  lady  de  Sade  as  the 
"  bishop  dc  Irccas  did  his  episcopacy.  It 
*^  is  to  his  unhappy  passion  he  owes  his 
"  immortality ;  this  he  foresaw  :  his  love 
[^  sonnets  will  carry  down  his    name  to 
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'*  ages  yet  unborn,  while  bis  polemical  and 
*'  other  works  survived  not  his  own  actual 
*'  existence  ;  and  yet  to  me  his  passion 
"  for  I.aura.  all-forcible  as  he  delineates 
**  its  effects,  appears  a  mere  paradox  — 
'*  How  could  he  choose  her  as  the  mis- 
"  tress  of  his  soul,  who  was  incapable  of 
^^  becoming  the  companion  of  his  mind  ? 
*'  Laura,  like  many  ladies  of  the  first  rank 
*'  in  her  day,  was  so  profoundly  ignorant 
««  as  not  either  to  read  or  write,  and  spent 
"  her  life  in  a  circle  of  nn-ideaed  women 
<«  at  her  loom  or  her  embroidery :  and 
«*  what  influence  can  mere  unintelligent 
<*  beauty  obtain  over  such  a  heart  as  a 
**  man  of  Petrarch's  genius  and  learning 
**  must  have  possessed  ?  Tell  me,  my 
*<  sweet  friend,  is  not  a  sympathy  of  taste, 
«  sentiment,  and  pursuit,  the  surest  foun- 
<'  dation  for  the  tenderest,  noblest,  purest, 
<'love?" 

*'  I   should   think  so,**    said    Imogen, 
faintly  colouring. 

'J  And  I  feel  it,'*   said  the  baron  cm- 


286  THE  NOVICE   OF 

phatically :  "  the  wonderful  influence  of 
*'  mind  over  female  charms,  and  the  pas- 
''  sions  they  are  capable  of  awakening,  is 
•*  scarcely  yet  understood  in  this  half- 
'<  gothic  day  ;  while  man  is  even  still 
"  struggling  with  I  he  prejudices^,  the  ig- 
*'  norance,  of  those  barbarous  ages  which 
<*  succeeded  to  the  all  illuminated  day  of 
^'  wisdom,  knowledge,  and  science ;  wo- 
*^  man,  satisfied  in  the  omnipotence  of  her 
"  beauty,  neglects  to  assert  those  claims 
*'  on  intellectual  graces  which  can  alone 
'<  confirm  her  empire  over  the  understand- 
^^  ing,  exalt  her  influence  over  the  senses^ 
«  and  render  the  charms  of  her  mind  se- 
''  ducing  as  those  of  her  person/' 

*'  But  is  there  not  something  Utopian 
^<  in  this  sketch  of  what  female  empire 
**  might  become  r"  said  Imogen,  with  a 
smile:  ''  is  it  not  a  theory  more  beautiful 
<<  than  practicable  ?" 

"If  you  can  indeed  entertain  such  a 
'*  doubt/*  said  the  baron,  ''  I  can  only 
<*  say  that  you  are  yourself  the  best  proof 
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*<  of  the  fallacy  of  your  own  sceptic  posi- 
'^  tion.  But,  lest  you  should  object  to  a 
*<  solitary  exception  in  general  assertion, 
<<  I  can  at  least  bring  classic  authority  to 
**  vindicate  my  hypothesis. 

*'  In  Greece,  where  beauty  was  deified, 
**  and  the  countless  altars  of  the  all-sub- 
«*  duing  goddess  smoked  with  the  inces- 
'*  sant  offerings  of  the  most  ardent  vota- 
'*  rists,  woman  was  still  taught  to  appre- 
"  ciate  the  powers  of  mind,  (even  those 
*«  whose  profession  was  but  to  charm  the 
*'  senses;)  loveliness  and  intelligence  were 
**  almost  inseparably  connected^  as  she 
«t  who  conquered  by  her  beauty  confirmed 
*'  her  empire  by  her  wit.  Aspasia  came 
**  to  Athens  to  teach  eloquence  from  the 
"  lip  of  love.  Socrates  and  Pericles  be- 
**  came  her  pupils ;  the  former  imbibed 
"  the  philosophia  amatoria  at  the  feet  of 
**  his  intelligent  preceptress;  and  the  lat- 
**  ter,  enamoured  of  her  intellectual 
''  charms,  made  her  his  wife.  Epicurus, 
^'.who  studied  ease  of  mind  too  much  to 
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''  submit  to  the  vicissitudes  of  passion, 
''  was  lured  into  attachment  for  liis  pupil 
"  Leonsium,  by  the  persuasive  Attic  cle- 
''  gance  of  her  literary  works  and  conver- 
'•  sation  ;  and  it  was  not  the  mere  perso- 
''  nal  attractions  of  Pythias,  the  wife  of 
''  Aristotle,  which  induced  him  to  wish  she 
*'  could  be  deified,  and  receive  the  same 
**  worship  as  was  paid  to  the  goddess 
''  Ceres." 

''  If/'  said  Imogen^  *'  I  was  so  excel- 
'*  lent  a  sophist  as  to  controvert  truths 
<*  which  are  morally  undeniable,  I  am  yet 
''  too  much  a  "jcoman  to  wish  to  deny  a 
*'  single  assertion  which  could  extend,  even 
*^'  in  the  least  degree  extend,  the  empire 
'^  of  my  sex.  But  Petrarch  !  what  would 
^'  have  become  of  the  unfortunate  Pe- 
"  trarch  had  the  mind  of  Laura  equalled 
*'  her  person  ?" — *'  He  had  not  then  lived 
"  to  sing  his  woes,'*  said  the  baron,  ''  but 
"  had  died  in  their  endurance  :  and  yet 
^'  from  the  first  eraof  his  passion  hedespair- 
*'  ed  of  obtaining  its  object;  for  she  was  vir- 
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'*  tuous,  and  the  faithful  wife  of  another." 
— *'  And  can  love  survive  hope  ?"  asked 
Imogen  earnestly.—'-'  1  fear  it  can/'  sighed 
the  baron. — ''  But  not  if  pride  and  reason 
*'  exert  their  powers/'  returned  Imogen 
''  with  animation. 

**  Ah^  Imogen !  is  pride  always  victo- 
"  rious  in  the  combat  with  affection,  or 
''  the  chill  declamation  of  reason  persua- 
'*  sive  as  the  eloquence  of  the  heart?" 

*'  Not,  my  lord^  if  we  are  determined  16 
"  listen  to  the  heart  only ;  if  we  are  en- 
^'  amoured  of  the  disorder  and  reject  a 
*'  cure^  as  those  who  cherish  weakness  to 
*'  excite  pity ;  or  if  we  fancy  our  case 
"  desperate,  when  we  are  not  even  in 
''  danger." 

*'  That  is,  my  fair  casuist,  you  think 
'*  the  heart  is  as  liable  to  hypocondria^  as 
''  the  body." 

*'  Exactly." 

*^  Ah,  Imogen  !  it  is  for  you  only  who 
''  are  in  rude  health,  to  talk  lightly  of  that 
"  disease  which  shakes  the  invalid  to  dis- 
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^^  solution.     In    the    words   of  a    divine 
*^  English  poet: 

"  He  jests  at  scars  who  never  felt  a  wound." 

The  baron,  fixing  his  eyes  on  Imogen** 
face,  sighed  and  shook  his  head. 

*'  But  we  are  forgetting  Petrarch,  my 
'^  lord.  Though  you  quarrel  with  him  as 
*^  a  lover,  yet  as  a  poet " 

^^  As  a  poet,  and  an  amatory  one,  Pe- 
*'  trarch  stands  almost  unrivalled;  will  you 
"  give  me  leave  to  introduce  him  to  you 
*'  as  such,  through  the  medium  of  a  very 
^'  indifferent  translation  ?"  He  then  pre- 
sented Imogen  a  chair,  and  seating  him- 
self beside  her,  translated,  in  very  poetical 
language,  Petrarch's  beautiful  sonnet  of 
*'  Dubii  aynorosi;'*  yet  he  seemed  rather  to 
recite  from  memory  than  to  read;  to  utter 
the  spontaneous  effusions  of  his  own  heart 
than  of  another's  imagination;  for,  while 
liis  eloquent  lips  did  ample  justice  to  the 
tender  self-inquiries  of  the  doubtful  lover, 
his  more  eloquent  eyes,  beaming  full  on 
his  auditrcss,  illustrated  the  sensations  he 
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described,  and  twice  he  repeated  the  im- 
passioned exclamation, 

"  O  viva  morte  !  0  dillitoso  male, 

"  Com6  puo  tante  in  me — Sio  no'l  consento  ?'* 

with  a  sensibihty  of  voice,  an  energy  of 
manner,  that  spoke  the  perfect  consonance 
of  the  sentiment  with  his  own  feehngs. 
The  pause  which  succeeded  was  eloquence 
itself;  Imogen  was  the  first  to  dissolve  the 
spell  of  dangerous  silence.  Gently  draw- 
ing the  book  from  his  hand,  she  replaced 
it  with  a  volume  of  Torquato  Tasso,  then 
with  an  air  of  playfulness  said,  ''  Were  I 
'«  Tasso,  I  should  be  sadly  jealous  of  this 
<«  monopolizing  Petrarch." 

^'  Confess,''  said  the  baron,  seizing  her 
hand,  ''  are  you  most  anxious  I  should 
''  change  the  theme  or  the  book?*' 

<'  Both,  both,"  said  Imogen  :  '*  to-day 
«^  I  am  governed  by  the  very  soul  of  whim, 
''  and  sl.juld  have  run  through  the  Alex- 
*^  andrian  library  witli  as  much  rapidity  as 
[^  I  am  running  through  yours." 

"  Come,  then^  my  charming  Capricio,  I 
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'^  will  read  at  random  llie  very  page  you 
''  have  opened.'*  It  wag  the  beautiful 
sonnet  "  Se  d'Icaro  leggeste  e  di  Fetonte, 
^c.  <§'c."  and  he  read  it  with  peculiar 
spirit  and  animation.  "  You  see/*  said 
he,  closing  the  book^  '*  these  Italians  live 
''  but  to  love^  and  make  the  object  of  their 
*'  lives  the  theme  of  their  writings/' 

"  We  must  believe  it  indeed/'  said 
Imogen  ;  "  if  Petrarch  and  Tasso  are  the 
"  just  representations  of  their  country- 
^'  men,  there  is  apparently,  by  this  little 
''  specimen,  a  strong  coincidence  in  their 
"  sentiments  and  writings/' 

''  And  in  their  lives  a  still  stronger. 
'*  Tasso,  like  Petrarch,  was  early  in  life 
"  forced  to  fly  his  native  place,  by  the  fac- 
"  lion  which  disturbed  it ;  and  found  a 
**  patron  in  Alphonso,  the  second  duke  of 
'^  Ferrara.as  did  Pftraich  in  Coligni,  and 
*'  in  the  accomphshed  Le()tu)rti  D  l]ste  a 
^'  Laura;  but  ejomething  more  fortunate 
*'  as  a  poetical  inamorato.  His  sonnets 
*'  have  more  of  the  fire  of  love  than  its 
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''  pathos;  yet  his  passion  for  the  charming 
**  princess  D'Este  was  the  efficient  cause 
''  of  all  the  sufferings  that  pursued  his 
*'  chequered  life  :  but  he  was  beloved^  and 
"  that  sweet  conviction  was  an  imperish- 
"  able  source  of  felicity,,  of  which  even 
"  his  enemies  could  not  deprive  him." 

"  1  think  I  recollect  the  lady  Magde- 
"  laine  saying,"  returned  Imogen,  ''she 
•'  was  at  the  court  of  Charles  the  Ninth 
**  when  Tasso  was  introduced  there  by 
<*  Luigi,  the  cardinal  legate." 

''  Yes,"  said  the  baron,  *'  it  refiects 
*'  one  soli(ary  beam  of  light  upon  the 
*'  shadowy  character  of  Charles,  that  he 
*''  was  sensible  to  the  powers  of  genius. 
''  He  received  Tasso  with  the  most  flat- 
*'  tering  encomiums,  and  on  his  interces- 
'^  sion  pardoned  a  poet  condemned  to 
*'  death  fur  some  heinous  crime." 

*"  We  are  so  much  the  creatures  of  edu- 
*'  cation,  that  'lis  possible,  my  lord_,  even 
'^  Charles  owed  more  of  his  vices  to  the 
**  example  and  precepts  of  those  who  sur- 


29  i  THE   NOVICE   OF 

"  rounded  him,  than  to  the  innate  vi- 
*'  ciousness  of  his  own  disposition ;  let  us 
'*  at  least  hope  it,  for  the  honour  of  hu- 
''  raan  nature." 

'*  And  you  may  add  of  learning  and 
^'  taste ;  for  Charles  was  by  no  means  de- 
**  fjcient  in  either.  I  believe  he  ranks 
"  among  our  royal  authors ;  if  his  treatise 
''  on  hunting  can  be  allowed  as  a  sufTi- 
"  cient  claim  on  the  honours  of  author- 
*'  ship.'* 

'*  Well,  shall  we  go  on  with  the  ama- 
'*  tory  effusions  of  Tasso,  or  reconnoitre 
*^  the  charms  of  Italian  prose  ?  Here  is  a 
^'  collection  of  charrning  novelettes  by 
'''  Bandello.'*  He  then  (wholly  intent  on 
amusing  his  prisoner)  read  through  the 
interesting  tale  from  which  Shakspeare  has 
taken  the  happiest  of  his  dramas,  Romeo 
and  Juliet.  When  he  had  finished,  Imo- 
gen, the  most  animated  of  auditors,  ex- 
pressed her  opinion  of  the  story  with  just- 
ness and  taste,  and  thanked  the  baron  with 
expressions  of  the  warmest  approbation 
for  his  spirited  and  elegant  translation. 
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**  If  indeed/'  said  the  baron,  ''  this 
*'  very  loose  translation  possessed  the  merit 
"  you  so  flatteringly  ascribe  to  it,  I  should 
"  have  been  less  ii  Lbted  for  my  inspira- 
*'  tion  to  the  author  than  my  auditress, 
**  on  whose  patience  I  fear  I  have  made 
'*  very  exorbitant  demands  ;  but"  (with  a 
sigh  he  added,)  ''  hours  such  as  these  are 
'*  rarely  sent,  and  the  regret  I  should 
*■*  feel  in  being  now  obliged  to  relinquish 
'*  the  happiness  they  conferred  would  be 
•*  less  poignant,  if  I  dared  to  encourage 
*'  the  hope  that  they  would  this  evening 
'*■  return.  That  trumpet's  shrill  blast 
*'  calls  me  to  the  duties  of  my  profes- 
"  sion ;  and  an  engagement  to  dine  in 
"  the  tent  of  the  duke  de  Biron  will  give 
"  me  a  tedious  interval  of  uninteresting 
''  existence,  whose  apathy  shall  heighten, 
'^  by  contrast,  those  animated  and  elegant 
*'  enjoyments  reserved  for  happier  mo- 
"  ments.  Dare  I,"  he  added  in  a  suppli- 
cating tone    ''  reckon  on  the  return  of 
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^'  these  precious  moments,  so  dear  to  the 
«'  heart,  the  fancy,  and  the  mind  ?" 

Imo«en,  with  great  modesty,  but  with 
that  air  of  peculiar  w^/re^c' wliich  was  all 
her  own,  and  which  ever  gave  point  to  her 
manners  when  her  heart  was  interested, 
assured  him  the  most  tedious  hours  she 
should  pass  would  be  those  which  would 
intervene  till  his  return.  Prudence  and 
timidity  hurried  after  the  candid  avowal  of 
her  heart ;  but  it  could  not  be  recalled,  and 
the  conscious  blush  which  succeeded  it 
did  but  heighten  its  efiTects.  The  baron^ 
silent,  but  not  insensible,  bowed  his  gra- 
titude on  her  hand,  too  delicate  in  such  a 
moment  even  (o  raise  tl)at  fair  hand  to  his 
lips,  and  left  the  tent.  When  he  was 
gone,  Imogen,  throwing  herself  on  a  scat, 
cast  a  look  round  the  tent ;  she  did  not 
think  soconfinedand  comfortable  an  apart- 
ment could  wear  so  desolate  an  air  as  the 
absence  of  its  master  shed  over  it ;  while 
even  the  chair  he  had  occupied,  the  book 


ST.    DOMINICK.  297 

he  bad  turned  down  open  on  the  table,  as- 
sumed an  interest  from  that  circumstance ; 
yet  ber  wisli  of  indulging  unrestrained  the 
(low  of  feeling  and  thought  that  agitated 
her  mind,  lessened  her  regret  for  her  tem- 
porary absence.  The  visible  change  in  his 
manners  and  conversation,  so  different  from 
that  of  the  former  day,  was  the  first  object 
of  her  cogitation  -,  the  impassioned  senti- 
ments of  fervid  and  imjietuous  affection 
no  longer  burst  in  all  the  eloquence  of  love 
from  his  lips,  but  gave  way  to  that  playful 
easy  strain  of  gallantry  which  even  indif- 
ference can  assume,  but  which  the  serious 
energy  of  passion  disdains  to  use  ;  while  on 
the  subject  of  his  union  with  mademoisselle 

de  V he  was  still  mysteriously  silent^ 

His  conversation,  elegant  and  lively,  ap- 
peared solely  animated  by  the  wish  to  en- 
tertain, apparently  unconscious  that  it  in- 
structed and  enlightened  while  it  interest- 
ed and  amused ;  it  was  the  effusion  of  a 
rich  and  intelligent  mind,  a  refined  and 
cultivated  taste  ^  but  Imogen  thought  of 
N  2 
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impulsive  dic(a(cs  of  an  enamoured  heart, 
which  glowed  in  his  rccilal  the  preceding- 
day,  andsii^hed — ''  Alas/'  said  she,  '*  how 
*"*  great  is  the  inconsistency  of  the  human 
'^  heart,  when  agitated  by  the  conflicts  of 
"  reason  and  passion;  oh  !  why  should  I 
*'  regret  what  I  should  so  highly  approve  ? 
*^  why  deplore  what  I  should  so  devoutly 
'^desire?  This  interesting,  this  noble 
*^  and  virtuous  being  is  the  destined  hus- 
''  band  of  another,  every  way  deserving 
*^  of  his  tenderness  and  esteem  :  his  gra- 
*'  titude  to  her,  his  duty  to  himself,  his 
*'  father,  and  his  king,  demand  the  sa- 
'*■  crifice  : — the  sacrifice  !  O  jMontargis, 
<'  will  it  indeed  be  a  sacrifice  ! — Foolish 
''  heart !  how  eagerly  dost  thou  believe 
'*  what  it  would  be  misery  supreme  to 
"^  doubt;  yet,  though  this  insuperable 
'«  bar  did  not  exist,  tlie  object  of  thy 
''  secret  homage  could  never  be  thine. 
'' May'si  thou  with  all  thy  keen  and  glow- 
*''  ing  feelings  moulder  in  thy  kindred  dust, 
*J  ere  thy  fond  dotage  impels  Imogen  de 
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*^  St.  Dorval  to  plant  a  dagger  where  the 
**  wounds  inflicted  by  the  fatal  love  of 
"  Julia  de  Ribemont  still  rankles.  Oh  no ! 
'^  break  with  thy  sufferings,  but  let  thy 
**  last  pulsation  be  the  triumphant  throb 
"  of  virtue  victorious  over  passion  !" 

Such  was  the  train  of  refle<:tion  which 
ao'itated  the  tender  bosom  of  the  youthful 
prisoner  ;  when  the  page  who  had  hitherto 
attended  spread  an  elegant  collation  ;  and_, 
like  the  subtle  dwarfs  which  fairy  love 
places  near  the  beautiful  persons  of  the  en- 
chanted damsels  whom  some  magician 
holds  in  ''  sad  endurance)*'  he  hovered 
round  her  with  wakeful  attention,  seemed 
to  anticipate  her  wishes,  and  waited  on  her 
Avith  the  2;race  of  a  Ganvmede.  His  intelli- 
gent  countenance  and  lively  looks  induced 
Imogen  frequently  to  address  him^and  his 
respectful  manners,  with  a  certain  air  of 
arch  pertinence,  repaid  her  for  the  conde- 
scension in  this  instance,  as  in  every  other 
since  she  had  been  the  prisoner  of  ^loa- 
targis.     Imogen  recognized  the  most  re- 
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fined  delicacy,  a  delicacy  which  never 
slumbered.  She  would  have  shrunk  from 
the  gaze  of  hacknied  domestics,  who,  in 
the  unhappy  singularity  of  her  situation, 
and  the  too-pointed  attention  of  the  baron^ 
might  have  found  ample  food  for  imperti- 
nent surmise  and  vulgar  curiosity ;  but 
from  the  careless  simplicity  of  the  youth- 
ful page,  who  seemed  not  to  have  attained 
his  fourteenth  year,  she  had  nothing  to  ap- 
prehend. She  had  observed,  that.whenever 
the  baron  withdrew  or  entered  the  tent,  he 
always  closely  drew  the  curtain  after  him  ; 
and  that  the  page  never  left  the  outward 
apartment,  which  served  as  a  kind  of  anti- 
chamber.  The  page,  as  usual,  retired  to 
his  station  when  her  solitary  dinner  was 
removed;  and,  to  banish  the  constant  and 
dangerous  subjects  of  her  thoughts  from 
her  heart  and  imagination,  she  took  up  the 
volume  of  Italian  novels  he  had  been  read- 
ing; and,  from  her  perfect  knowledge  of 
the  French  and  Latin  languages,  found  no 
great  diiliculty  in  coming  to  the   literal 
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sense  of  the  author.  Bat  the  spirit,  the 
interest,  the  pathos,  which  the  florid  and 
elegant  translation  of  the  baron  shed  over 
the  story,  no  longer  captivated  her  willing 
attention.  She  wondered  she  had  even 
been  amused,  and  recollected  the  poet 
who  wrote  execrable  verses,  but  read  them 
in  so  graceful  a  manner,  and  so  melodious 
a  voice,  that  what  in  perusal  was  contemp- 
tible, in  recitation  was  enchanting ;  and  one 
seducing  idea  of  the  fascinating  reader  of 
Bandello  soon  lured  her  attention  from  the 
author.  Resigning  herself  to  the  sweet 
strain  of  thought  which  love  unallayedby 
every  other  sentiment  a  wakened,  she  threw 
aside  the  book,  and,  clasping  her  hands, 
flung  them  over  the  back  of  the  chair  on 
which  she  sat,  and  gently  pressed  them 
with  a  cheek  rosed  with  the  blush  of  health 
and  passion,  and  dimpled  with  one  of  those 

tender  frolic  smiles  which  ever  caught  its 

o 

spirit  from  some  felicitous  sensation. 

The  bodkin  which  fastened  up  her  hair 
had  given  way,  ar.d  her  unconfined  tresses 
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fell  in  rich  disorder  over  her  neck  and 
shoulders.  Thus  lost  in  sweet  abstraction 
she  had  remained  for  a  considerable  time, 
when  the  broad  massofli^ht  which  flushsd 
through  the  scarlet  curtains  of  the  tent 
suddenly  became  obscure;  and  Imogen, 
raising  her  eyes  to  discern  the  cause,  be- 
held it  slowly  withdrawn,  and  several  heads 
appeared,  each  towering'  over  the  other, 
and  all  animated  by  an  expression  of  sur- 
prise, curiosity,  triumph,  and  admiration. 

Imogen  involuntarily  uttered  an  excla- 
mation of  surprise, and  arose  in  great  con- 
fusion ,  the  curtain  instantly  closed,  and 
the  groupe  retired.  Almost  in  the  same 
instant  the  page  entered;  his  face  iiushed, 
bis  consternation  evident.  Falling  at 
Imogen's  feet,  he  exclaimed: 

*'  Lady,  I  am  lost  if  you  tell  my  lord." 
Imogen  obliging  him  to  rise,  he  continued, 
'«  Certainly  I  was  to  blame  to  leave  the 
'«  anti-chamber;  but  who  could  have  fore- 
"  seen  ?  Yet  I  promised  my  lord  not  to 
'^  leave  the  tcnt^  no^  not  for  a  moment: 
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^*  noirentleman  woald  then  have  dared  to 
**  intrude,  because  they  knew  I  would  tell 
*^  the  baron.  But  Antonine,  the  little 
'*  drummer,  so  famous  at  quoils,  was 
^^  playing  not  fifty  paces  from  the  tent, 
^'  and  I  left  it  for  a  moment.  The  gen- 
«^  tlemen,  who  saw  me  I  suppose,  took 
**  that  opportunity/' 

Imog-en,  wlio  now  understood  the  cause 
of  his  terror,  assured  him  she  would  con- 
ceal the  circumstance  from  his  lord,  and 
asked  who  the  intruders  were? 

The  page's  countenance  brightening",  he 
exclaimed  :  "  Pardie,  lady,  they  were  no 
*<  common  intruders  either.  There  was 
<^  first  monseigneur  the  marquis  de  Sancy, 
*'  colonel  of  the  Swiss  guards,  and  my 
<«  lord  higli  constable  de  iNIontmorenc}', 
«'  and  the  young  count  de  Chateauneuf, 
««  and  some  others.  To  confess  the  truth, 
<*  lady,  they  have  been  all  hovering  about 
'*  the  tent  since  it  was  known  that  my 
^«  lord's  prisoner  was  a  beautiful  young 
lady  of  high  quality,  especially  the  mar- 
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"  quis  de  Sancy,  who  is  a  rare  pleasant 
"  gentleman  as  any  in  the  camp.  To-day 
"  he  met  my  lord  the  baron  coming  out  ot* 
^^  the  tent,  and  I  heard  him  say  it  was  not 
''  a":reeable  to  the  laws  of  war  he  should 
*'  monopolize  the  richest  spoil  to  himself, 
^'  and  prayed  to  be  introduced  to  you. 
«  My  lord  looked  grave,  and  said  him 
*'  nay.  *  Then  take  care/  said  the  mar- 
"  quis  ;  '  when  the  gallant  king  returns 
«'  from  Folambray,  he  will  shew  himself  as 
"  little  of  the  Scipio  as  yourself,  baron.' 
<«  Yes,  that  was  the  word  ;  on  which  my 
«  lord  looked  graver  still,  and  said  he  was 
««  only  Wiiiting  for  an  audience  from  the 
«'  kinij  to  have  you  restored  to  your  friends, 
<<  who  ivrre  of  illustrious  rank.  Then  he 
«  drew  the  marquis  away  by  the  arm,  and 
«<  I  heard  no  more.  But  I  am  sure  the 
«<  marquis  must  have  bribed  the  sentinel 
««  to  gain  admittance ;  and  if  my  lord 
««  knew  it  he  would  doubtless  send  him  a 
*'  cartel." 

Imogen;  extremely  mortified  and  shock- 
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ed  and  who  now  saw  her  situation  in  a 
i\ew  and  hlimiliatintj  lights  assured  the 
page  she  would  not  betray  him,  and  he 
retired  satisfied  and  grateful :  while  the 
hint  he  had  insinuated  of  the  cartel  deter- 
mined her  not  to  reveal  the  incident  which, 
however  insulting  to  her,  might  endanger 
a  life  a  thousand  times  more  precious  in 
her  eyes  than  her  own.  At  that  moment 
the  baron  entered.  Her  recent  agitation 
still  flushed  her  complection  to  its  deepest 
tint,  her  beautiful  hair  still  hung  in  negli- 
gent disorder^  and  the  delightful  emotions 
she  had  a  moment  before  indulged  in  had 
not  yet  withdrawn  their  sweet  and  tender 
expression  from  her  countenance.  Co- 
quetry would  have  triumphed  in  the  wild 
and  bewitching  disorder  which  invested 
the  air,  the  person,  and  manner,  of  the 
fascinating  prisoner  when  the  baron  ap- 
peared. 

''  And  whence  this  fresh  blaze  of  beau- 
'«  ty,  my  charming  captive  ?"  said  he,  ga- 
zing earnestly  at  her.     *'  Have  you  been 
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*  on  another  embassy  to  Proserpine  more 
'  propitious  than  the  former  ?" 

''  No/'  said  Imogen  gaily,  '*  I  have  only 

*  made  an   expedition  to  the  regions  of 

*  FancTj,  and  have  not  yet  recovered  from 
'  the  influence  of  her  inspirations.'* 

**  And  if  Fancy  could  boast  of  her  own 

*  apotheosis,  she  would  doubtless  fix  on 
^  thee  as  her  high  priestess,  who  equally 
'  teels  and  inspires  her  brightest  visions. 

*  How  rich  would  her  altars   then  be  in 

*  offerings  1  and  how  many  who  came  to 
«  worship  the  deity  would  turn  apostate, 
'  and  adore  the  priestess!" 

*' And  you,  my  lord,  I  should  suppose, 
'  were  already  invested  with  the  sacerdo- 
'  tal  stole,  and  presided  among  the  high 
^  priests  of  gallantry  over  that  court  es- 
«  tablished  in  tliis  province  by  your  own 
«  Provencal  troubadours."* 

*  The  high  court  of  love  was  established  in  Pi- 
caidy,  the  constant  rival  of  Provence,  by  the  trouba- 
dours.   It  had  lis  plaids  ft  jcux  sous  Vormel,  consist- 
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*'No/'  said  the  baron  smiling,  ''  I  can- 
**  not  boast  of  such  an  honour  ;  but  were 
*«  faith  and  devotion  sufficient  to  obtain 
*'  it,  I  should  rank  hinjh  in  the  alhu?n  sane- 
*'  torum  of  love;  for  I  am  an  enthusiastic 
*'  devotee,  capable  of  attaining^  to  the  most 
*'  darina:  hei^^hts  of  amoi'ons  fanaticism, 
'■'  worsliiping  the  deity  in  spirit  and  in 
^*  truth,  and,  like  the  members  of  (he  Greek 
"  church,  doing'  homage  to  the  picture  of 
^*  my  tutelar  saint,  not  by  prostration,  but 
''  by  a  kiss."  The  baron  drew  a  minia- 
ture from  his  bosom,  and,  having  devoutly 
pressed  it  to  his  lips,  presented  to  the  eye 
of  Imogen  the  lively  resemblance  of  the 
Novice  of  St  Dominick  !   ''  Yes,"  said  he, 

ing  of  knights  and  iadies  of  high  rank,  exercised  and 
approred  in  courtesy,  who  assumed  a  judicial  power 
in  matters  of  tiie  most  delicate  nature ;  nor  did  their 
decrees  receive  effect  from  the  voluntary  submission 
of  the  constituent  members  only  :  the  general  cour- 
tesy of  the  times  stamped  them  with  unquestionable 
authority,  and  the  legislation  itself  did  not  refuse  to 
sanction  them  with  its  approbation. 
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fondly  gazing;  on  it,  *^  a  saint  from  whose 
''  lips  1  first  received  the  purest  essence  of 
'^  true  religion,  and  whose  sublime  senti- 
''  ments  even  at  her  feet  1  vowed  should 
'*  be  my  orthodoxy.'* 

A  rapturous  recollection  flashed  like 
lightning  over  the  memory  of  Imogen,  and 
she  beheld  herself  in  the  gallery  of  Mont- 
morellj  the  suppliant  minstrel  at  her  feet : 
for  ft  moment  she  gazed  in  extreme  emo- 
tion on  the  picture,  while,  as  the  baron 
again  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  a  sweet  delight 
thrilled  through  her  heart ;  but  the  sweet 
effusion  was  but  transient — it  faded  before 
the  chill  suggestion  of  prudence^  that  the 
picture  of  the  lady  de  St.  Dorval  should 
not  remain  in  the  possession  of  the  baron 
de  Montargis,  the  husband  of  the  lady  de 

V ;  and  she  coldly  said,  *' To  have 

**^  secretly  drawn  my  picture,  and  to  have 
*^  bestowed  it  on  another,  was  an  unjusti- 
''  fiable  action  in  Theodore  :  in  you,  my 
''  lord,  it  will  be  but  an  act  consonant  to 
'*  your  usual  delicacy  to  restore  it  to  the 
''  original/' 
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'^  Or  else/*  said  the  baron  sportively, 
*'  I  suppose  you  will  cite  me  to  appear  in 
"  the  high  court  of  love,  and  oblige  me 
'*  to  be  tried  by  the  degrees  of  ihepreaux 
"  chevaliers  nndpriuse  dames  of  which  it  is 
*^  composed." 

**  Your  gaiety,  my  lord/*  said  Imogen, 
deeply  wounded  by  what  appeared  to  her 
agitated  feelings  the  very  levity  of  indif- 
ference, "  is  very  enviable  /*  and,  in  spite 
of  every  effort  to  restrain  them,  the  tears 
rushed  to  her  eyes. 

The  baron  started,  the  hilarity  of  his 
countenance  fled,  and,  with  a  look  of  the 
strongest  emotion,  he  pursued  the  pearly 
drops  that  stole  down  the  cheek  of  Imo- 
gen, repeating  in  a  tone  of  perturbation,, 
*'  My  gaiety !  God  of  heaven  !  Enviable! 
<<  Am  I  then  so  finished,  so  very  finished 
**  an  actor?  has  the  necessity,  the  dread- 
•*  ful  necessity,  of  self-subjeclion  so  stampt 
*'  the  truces  of  dissimulation  on  me,  that  I 
*'  can  appear  nothing  but  tlie  thing  I  am 
'5  not?   O  God!   why  must  I  conceal  a 
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<«  feeling  from  her,  by  whom  alone  every 
*«  feeling  is  governed  r  Why  can  1  notuu- 
^'  fold  my  whole  soul,  O  Imogen!  to  thy 
<«  investigation  ?  Alas^  no  !  Coward  like, 
'*  I  strive  to  conceal  its  weakness^  its  secret 
«•  workings,  its  conflicting  passions,  even 
*'  from  my  own  observation.  I  strive  to 
«^  dream  myself  into  delusion,  and  shun 
"  the  truth  with  horror.  1  would  fancy  I 
'<  am  all  I  appear  to  be,  and  cheat  my  heart 
<f  into  the  belief  it  bled  not  in  anguish 
^'  beneath  the  veil  of  this  all-enviable 
«*  gaiety.  Enviable !  merciful  heaven  ! 
"  The  wretch  who,  condemned  to  die  a 
^'  death  of  agony,  yet  clings  in  life's  sur- 
^'  viving  hopes  with  a  heart  stretched 
"  upon  the  wheel  of  insupportable  sus- 
"  pense,  revels  in  bliss  compared  to  what/ 
'^  have  sufiered  since  thy  presence  has 
^'  again  revived  those  emotions,  those  seii- 
^'  timents,  which  fate  vainly  opposes,  and 
"^  which  I  hourly  feel  are  interweaving 
^*  their  influence  with  my  very  existence. 
"  It  is  in  vain  1  would  have  taught  myself 
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"  to  forg-et  thee;  it  was  in  vain  I  said  she 
"  can  never  he  mine;  yet  still  thy  idea,  like 
*'  the  glowing'  mildness  of  an  evening"  sun, 
"  stole  over  the  horizon  of  memory^  and 
"  shed  its  vital  beam  on  a  heart  which 
'*  again  from  the  sphere  of  love  receives 
'*  its  every  emotion. — O  Imogen !  with- 
"  draw  not  this  precious  hand  from  me. 
'^  It  is  not  yet  criminal  to  imprint  on  it 
"  the  effusions  of  a  soul,  which  from  the 
"  moment  1  first  beheld  thee  was  all  thy 
"  own  :  it  is  not  yet  criminal  to  gaze  on 
"  that  countenance^  whose  sweet  intelli- 
*'  gence  betrays  the  union  of  our  minds^ 
"  the  sympathy  of  our  mutual  feelings  :  it 
"  is  not  yet  a  crime  to  dare  to  love  thee. 
"  A  crime !  O  God !  to  love  thee  as  thou 
'^  art  worthy  to  be  loved,  is  to  love  virtue 
"  in  its  purest  essence  and  fairest  forml" 

Imogen^  overwhelmed^  dissolved,  ama- 
zed, struggling  between  the  conflicts  of 
duty,  reason,  pride,  and  love,  released  her 
hand,  and  faintly  said :  ''  My  lord,  you 
'J  forget  that  it  is  the  baron  do  Mont^rgis 


312  THE  NOVICE   01' 

"  who  adcTresses  the  daughter  of  the  count 
"  de  St.  Dorval;  that  it  is  the  betrothed 

'•  husband  of  the  lady  de  V ^vho — '* 

"  Forget!*'  interrupted  the  baron,  "  for- 
•'  get!  Oh,  would  I  could  indeed  forget! 
"  would  I  could  indeed  resign  myself  to 
'^  the  sweet  illusion  that  I  was  still  the 
"  minstrel  of  Provence^  and  thou  the  novice 
"  of  St.  Dominick  !  O  Imogen  !  were 
"  ffuch  indeed  our  rank  and  lot  in  life, 
''  the  heart,  the  imagination,  luxuriate  in 
*4he  unambitious  felicity  which  might  have 
"  then  been  ours ;  then  the  baleful  breath 
"  of  hereditary  discord  had  not  blasted  our 
"  opening  joys;  the  chilling  influence  of 
**  interest  had  not  frozen  our  blushing 
*'  loves  even  in  their  spring  of  beauty;  the 
"  daring  views  of  self -wrapt  ambition  had 
"  not  trampled  on  the  best  affections  of 
"  the  heart,  nor  the  stern  voice  of  duty 
"  forbid  that  union  which  /ore  had  formed 
**  and  virtue  consecrated ;  all  that  this 
''  world  can  give  of  bliss  had  been  ours, 
''  and  the  tender  heart  would  have  been 
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*•  spared  the  lingering  torture  of  throb- 
''  bing'  in  sad  despondency  through  count- 
''  less  ages  of  despair  and  sorrow!" 

The  baron  had  aiiain  taken  the  hand  of 
Imogen,  and  as  he  concluded  a  burning 
tear  dropt  upon  its  snowy  surface ;   that 
tear  was  indeed  the  eloquence  of  a  heart 
whose  feeling  mocked  the  power  of  expres- 
sion. Imogen  impulsively  pressed  the  hand 
which  grasped  hers,  then  turned  aside  her 
head  and  wept,  faintly  exclaiming :  *'  Leave 
**  mc !    oh  in  mercy   leave    me  !"      The 
baron,  seizing  both  her  hands,   imprinted 
them  with  an  ardent  kiss — ''  Imogen,  one 
*'  word,  and  I  obey  thee.       Whence  (low 
''  these  tears?  spring  they  from  a  kindred 
''  source  with  those  that  filled  my  eyes  ? 
''  Imogen  ! — forgive! — but — dost  thou  in- 
''  deed  deplore  the  severity  of  that  fate 
"  which  drives  me  to  despair?      Weepest 
••  thou  in  pity  or  in  love?    O  Imogen!" 
gently  insinuating  his  arms  arcup.d   her^ 
and  straining  lier  to  his  breast,  *'  do  our 
''  hearts  now  beat  against  each  other  in  all 
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"  the  kindred  sympathy  of  passion,  or  do 
"  I  feel  the  throb  of  thine  less  ardent  than 
**  my  own  ?  Oh  no  !  that  glance  was  my 
"  assurance." 

*'  Leave  me,  I  supplicate/'  she  faintly 
exclaimed,  withdrawing;  herself  from  the 
baron's  glowing  fold. 

"  In  a  moment  such  as  this,  Imogen, 
"  leave  thee  !  Oh,  not  for  worlds  I" 

Modesty  and  pride  took  the  alarm. 
"  My  lord,  I  command  you  to  leave  me!'* 
said  the  daughter  of  St.  Dorval,  in  a  voice 
full  of  dignity,  and  flinging  the  baron  from 
her;  who,  catching  her  robe  as  she  retreat- 
ed, exclaimed:  "  Imogen,  what  is  it  you 
"  fear.^  Beaming  in  innocence,  supreme 
''  in  thy  own  strength,  the  radiant  asgis  of 
'<  virtue  shields  thee  equally  from  attaint 
^«  and  danger." 

"  But  not  from  insult/'  returned  Imo- 
gen indignantly,  and  retired  to  the  inner 
division  of  the  apartment,  closely  drawing 
the  curtain  which  skreened  it. 

The  profound  sighs  of  the  baron  only 
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pierced  this  slight  barrier,  which  virtue 
honoured  by  virtue  rendered  inviolable. 
Not  even  bj  a  word  did  he  profane  the 
silence  offended  delicacy  imposed  ;  and 
after  having-  remained  for  a  few  minutes  in 
the  attitude  Imogen  had  left  him,  his  arms 
still  outstretched  to  detain  her,  he  rushed 
from  the  tent.  When  Imogen  was  as- 
sured of  his  departure,  she  flung  herself  on 
her  couch,  and,  giving  full  scope  to  the 
tide  of  emotion  that  swelled  her  heart,  wept 
tears  of  real  anguish.  For  the  first  time 
she  considered  the  passion  the  baron  pro- 
fessed for  her  as  equally  derogatory  to  her 
principles,  her  delicacy,  and  her  pride. 

"  He  has  at  last,'*  said  she,  ''  dropt  the 
**  veil.  He  confesses  his  tenderness,  if  it 
'''merits  the  title,  had  no  object  in  view 
"  save  the  gratification  of  temporary  pro- 
"  pensity.  From  the  first  he  knew  I  could 
''  never  he  his.  Annihcr  had  his  vows,  his 
•'respect,  his  gratitude;  while  I,  all-be- 
"  lieving  and  all-deceived,  was  still  con- 
^'  sidered  as  the  object  of  idle  dalliance. 
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"  receiving  with  fond  credulity  avowals  of 
*'  unsanctioned  love,  my  pride^  my  duty, 
*'  my  reason,  should  have  rejected.  But 
''  who  v/ould  have  been  deceived  as  I 
"  was,  and  doated  on  deception  ?"  All 
the  baron's  perfections,  his  insinuating 
graces,  his  noble  mind,  his  genius  and  vir- 
tues, rushed  on  her  dissolving  heart,  and 
passion  held  a  momentary  triumph,  but  it 
was  but  momentary.  ''  No,"  said  Imo- 
gen, *'  1  never  can  be  his ;  he  said  it :  but 
'*  yet  he  knows  me  not ;  he  knows  not  the 
"  powers  of  that  mind,  of  which  he  has 
*'  made  the  heart's  weakness  the  criterion. 
''  I  will  not  languish  through  countless 
''  ages  of  despair  and  sorrow.  And  yet,  I 
"  could  have  loved  him  !  could  !  O  God  ! — 
"  but  it  is  over!  I  can  also  cease  to  love 
"  when  virtue  commands  it.  My  passions 
*'  are  human,  but  1  have  no  common  mind, 
*'  ]  feel  I  have  not ;  1  always  felt  it,  even 
'*  in  the  convent  of  St.  Dominick,  though 
**  all-dependent  on  the  bounty  of  its 
''  members.    My  heart  shall  submit  to  my 
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*^  reason,  though  it  LMirst  in  the  8Lrug:gle. 
"  yiy  mother!  my  sainted  mother!  I  Vvill 
*•  emulate  thy  virtues,  and  thy  errors  sliall 
*•'  be  my  beacon  ;  for  thine  also,  like  thy 
<'  child's^  were  the  errors  of  love.  And  thou, 
*^  my  father,  who  lookest  up  to  m.e  ^or  that 
**  beam  of  bliss  that  is  to  gild  the  cveni.ig 
'*  of  thy  stormy  life,  thou  shalt  not  look 
''  in  vain.*'  At  the  recollection  of  her 
father  Imogen's  tears  flowed  afresh,  and 
his  probable  sufferings  on  her  accoant 
rushed  to  her  mind;  while  a  keen  self-re- 
proach tliat  so  little  of  her  thoughts  had 
lately  been  devoted  to  him  wrung  l.er 
hearty  and  added  to  the  conflicts  of  her 
mind. 
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CHAP.    XVXZI. 

Most  sacred  fyre,  that  burnest  mightily 

III  living  breasts,  ykindled  first  abore 

Among  the  eternal  spheres  and  lamping  sky, 

Among  thence  poured  into  men,  which  men  call  love, 

Not  that  same  ivhicb  doth  bage  afi'ection  move 

In  brutish  minds, 

But  il»af  sweet  fit  that  doth  true  beauty  love, 

And  chiistih  virtue  inf  its  dtarest  dame. 

Whence  springs  all  noble  deeds  and  never-dying  fame: 

Well  did  antiquity  a  god  thee  doom. 

Spenbeb, — Fairy  Queen, 

To  urge  bold  virtue's  unremitted  nerve, 
And  wake  the  strong  divinity  of  sonl. 

Akenside, 

IMOGEN  had  passed  the  night  in  rest- 
less agitation  ;  her  transient  repose  was 
broken  by  starts  of  causeless  horror,  or  by 
dreanis  of  frightful  import ;  and  when  to- 
>Yards  the  morning  dawn  exhausted  nature 
had  plunged  her  into  a  deep  and  heavy 
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sleep^  she  was  suddenly  awakened  by  a  re- 
peated discharge  of  fire-arms  that  shook 
the  couch  on  which  she  reposed.  A  new 
sense  of  danger  assailed  her  heart.  She 
had  not  taken  off  her  clothes  the  preceding 
night:  she  now  rushed  from  her  couch  to 
the  outward  apartment ;  it  was  empty,  as 
was  the  anti-chamber. 

The  firing  continued,  and  noise  and 
tumult  roared  on  every  side.  Imogen^, 
breathless  and  panting^  endeavoured  to 
collect  her  scattered  thoughts.  Danger  and 
the  baron  de  Montargis  alone  presented 
themselves  to  her  mind.  At  that  moment 
the  page  entered,  followed  by  an  officer. 
He  advanced  to  Imogen,  and  said  :  ''  The 
*'  baron  de  Montargis,  madam,  commends 
''  him  to  you.'* 

''  He  is  safe,  I  hope.^"  breathlessly  in- 
terrupted Imogen. 

"  I  hope  so,  madam/'  returned  the 
stranger  j  *'but  Aesisapostof  danger.  The 
*^  besieged  have  made  a  sor^/e  and  a  furious 
''  attack  on  one  of  the  outposts,  which 
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"  the  baron  liad  been  ordered  to  succour. 
''  As  he  mounted  his  hor&e  he  wrote  a  few 
**■  lines  on  tliis  slip  of  paper ;  then  folding 
''  it  round  this  trinket,  which  he  said  be- 
'^  longed  to  his  illustrious  prisoner,  bade 
''  me  to  deliver  it  into  her  own  hands,  then 
''  rushed  to  the  scene  of  action.'* 

The  officer  presented  the  little  packet 
to  the  trembling  laiogen,  and  with  a  re- 
spectful bow  retired.  Imogen  flung  her- 
self on  a  chair  :  for  a  moment  deprived  of 
all  motion,  she  could  not  open  the  packet; 
at  Inst  her  trembling  hands  unfolded  it; 
something  fell;  she  supposed  it  to  be  her 
own  picture,  and  let  it  lie  on  the  ground, 
while  she  read  the  following  billet : 

''  Fear  not  for  thyself ;  the  guardian  spi- 
rit of  innocence  and  virtue  hovers  round 
thee;  the  God  of  goodness  is  thy  shield. 
1  am  rushing  to  battle,  perhaps  to  death. 
If  this  hour  is  my  last,  it  will  be  at  least 
the  most  glorious  of  my  life.  Then  com- 
mend thee  to  the  king  in  person  ;  he  will 
restore  thee  to  thy  father:  and  give  tbc  in- 
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closed  a  place  in  thy  bosom,  for  in  life  or 
death  its  original  was  all  thy  own. 

*'  De  Montargis. 

''  I  cannot  part  with  thy  beloved  re- 
semblance until  the  heart  which  now  beats 
against  it  shall  cease  to  throb.  Again 
thine,  for  ever  thine." 

Imogen,  almost  lifeless,  fell  back  on  her 
chair.  She  seemed  for  the  first  time  to 
feel  she  loved,  Hope  for  a  moment  re- 
vived her  failing  senses 

"  He  is  in  no  danger,"  said  she;  **"  the 
"  world  he  was  born  to  serve,  to  adorn, 
"  to  instruct,  has  yet  great  and  unsatis- 
''  fied  claims  on  him ;  and  Providence 
"  will  spare  him  as  its  best  representative 
^«  on  earth  1"  She  then  took  up  the 
trinket ;  it  was  a  small  gold  case,  which 
opened  by  a  spring,  and  Imogen  beheld  a 
beautiful  and  striking  resemblance  of  the 
baron  de  Montargis  in  his  minstrel  habit. 
She  pressed  it  to  her  lips  and  to  her  heart  ^ 
o  2 
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and,  while  the  firing-  continued  with  fresh 
force  and  awakened  new  fears_,  she  dropt 
on  her  knees,  her  heart  offered  up  prayers 
of  supplication  for  the  safety  of  its  object, 
while  every  shot  that  reached  her  ear  seem- 
ed to  wound  that  tender  anxious  heart  in 
its  most  vital  nerve.  The  firing  at  last 
ceased.  She  flew  to  the  outward  apart- 
mentj  and  dispatched  the  page  to  learn  if 
all  was  over,  if  his  lord  was  safe  ;  but  be- 
fore the  boy  returned^  the  firin<^'  was  again 
renewed^  and  Imogen  again  trembled, 
prayed,  and  wept.  The  boy  at  last  re- 
turned. 

*'  It  is  all  over/'  exclaimed  he  joyfully  ; 
*•  my  lord  has  beat  the  poltroons  back^ 
'*  and— ^'  ''Is  he  safe?"  was  all  the 
trembling  Imogen  could  utter.  The  page, 
losing  the  hilarity  that  animated  his  coun- 
tenance, returned,  ''  My  lord  is,  I  fear, 
<*  sadly  wounded.  Just  now,  as  he  led  a 
*'  prisoner  of  great  consequence  to  the 
"  king's  tent,  I  perceived  he  walked  with 
*'  difficulty  ;  he  looked  pale,  and  his  scarf 
''  was  bathed  in  blood." 
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Imogen  clung  to  a  chair  for  support; 
her  heart  died  within  her  bosom  ;  she  at- 
tempted to  speak,  but  her  lips  moved  in 
silence.  The  boy,  looking  on  her  com- 
passionately, said,  ''But  1  may  be  mis- 
*'  taken,  lady  ;  I  will  run  and  bring  you  a 
*^  better  account."  He  flew  out  of  the 
tent,  and  Imogen  sank  on  the  chair  in  a 
state  of  dreadful  su>5pense,  vibrating  be- 
tween hope  and  terror,  alternately  the 
prey  of  either  ;  her  eye  tearless,  her  cheek 
pale,  her  hands  clasped.  Near  half  an  hour 
had  elapsed  when  a  footstep  was  heard  on 
the  outside  apartment;  the  curtain  was 
drawn,  and  the  baron  himself  appeared. 

His  looks  were  haggard  and  ghastly, 
his  complexion  colourless,  his  arm  bound 
in  a  scarf  stained  with  blood.  Imogen, 
with  a  mild  exclamation  of  joy  and  hor- 
ror,, sprung  forward  to  meet  him,  and  fell 
senseless  at  his  feet. 

The  energy  of  her  spirits,  the  strength 
of  her  feelings,  vanquished  the  weakness 
of  a  frame  greatly  debilitated  by  the  re- 
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peated  agitations  of  her  mind.  She  almost 
instantly  recovered,  and  found  herself  sup- 
ported in  the  baron's  arms.  With  a  look 
of  tender  enquiry  she  raised  her  eyes  to 
his,  but  suddenly  let  them  fall,  abashed  by 
the  expression  of  his  triumphant  glance. 
The  baron  did  not^  could  not,  speak;  his 
heart  was  too  full  to  give  expression  to  its 
feelings^  though  his  whole  soul  swam  in  his 
eyes,  and  fluttered  on  his  lips.  He  pressed 
the  hand  he  held  to  his  forehead  and  his 
heart;  transport  breathed  in  his  short- 
heaved  sighs^  and  delight  and  gratitude 
shone  in  his  smiles.  At  that  moment  two 
surgeons,  followed  by  some  of  the  baron's 
attendants,  entered  the  tent.  Imogen's 
fears  again  took  the  alarm,  as,  with  profes- 
sional pomposity,  these  gentlemen  spread 
out  as  many  bandages,  instruments,  &c. 
&c.  as  might  serve  a  military  hospital  after 
a  general  engagement.  Hercheek  again 
grewpale^  and  she  perceived  not  she  was 
an  object  of  more  attention  and  observa- 
tion to  the  bystanders  than  the  baron  him- 
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self.  The  baron,  with  a  look  full  of  elo- 
quence, and  in  a  low  voice,  entreated  her 
to  retire ;  but  as  the  wounrl,  though  it  had 
bled  copiously,  was  but  slii^ht  a;i(l  a  little 
above  the  wrist,  so  that  it  was  only  requi- 
site to  tuck  up  the  sleeve  of  his  habit  to 
dress  it,  Imogen's  courage  returned,  ani- 
mated by  joy,  and  she  smilingly  said  : 
"  Are  you  then,  my  lord,  so  little  versed 
*'  in  the  rules  of  chivalry  ?  Was  there  ever 
<<  yet  a  brave  and  gallant  knight  who,when 
*'  wounded,  did  not  prefer  trusting  for  his 
*'  cure  to  the  skill  of  some  fair  damsel  ra- 
*•  ther  than  to  i^sculapius  himself?" 

The  baron  only  answered  her  gaity 
with  a  smile  full  of  expression  ;  and  she 
continued  to  hover  round  him  with  endear- 
ing attention,  tearing  the  bandages  and  as- 
sisting the  surgeons  to  bind  up  the  wound, 
and  saying  repeatedly  to  herself,  '^  Surely 
''  this  I  would  do  for  a  stranger." 

Meantime  the  baron  continued  silent, 
but  his  speaking  glance  pursued  her  every 
motion.     Imogen  observed  the  paleness  of 


S2G  THE    NOVICE    OF 

his  cheek,  and  she  presented  him  a  glass 
of  cordial.  He  gently  put  it  back,  and 
said  in  a  low  voice,  *'  Thou  hast  already 
"  presented  me  an  elixir ,  the  ehxir  of  life 
'^  itself." 

Imogen,  colouring  and  smihng,  poured 
out  a  second  glass,  touched  it  with  her 
lips,  and,  presenting  him  another,  said, 
**"  Do  you  then  refuse  to  pledge  me  r" 

The  baron  put  aside  the  cup  she  offered 
v/ith  the  air  and  look  of  a  Hebe,  and 
snatching  the  glass  her  lips  had  enriched, 
quaffed  it  off,  and  bowed  on  the  hand  to 
which  lie  returned  it. 

The  surgeons  and  attendants,  with  a  look 
of  important  signiticance,  retired.  Their 
looks  had  not  escaped  the  sensitive  delicacy 
of  Imogen  ;  and  when  she  again  found  her- 
self alone  with  the  baron,  covered  with 
confusion,  she  retired  to  a  distant  part  of 
the  tent ;  while  the  incident  of  the  pre- 
ceding e\ening,  and  the  sentiments  and 
determinations  it  gave  rise  to,  rushed  across 
her  mind,  and  stood  opposed  to  the  ten- 
der emotion  of  the  present  moment. 
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Artless  and  unsophisticated^,  equally  the 
child  of  nature  and  of  reason,  she  had  not 
the  power  to  conceal  those  feelings  she  had 
strength  of  mind  to  determine  on  subju- 
gating. After  a  long  and  impressive  si- 
lence, during  which  the  baron's  counte- 
nance betrayed  the  strongest  agitation,  he 
arose,  and,  seating  himself  by  Imogen,  in 
a  voice  full  of  emotion,  said  : 

"  Imogen,  the  struggle  is  over,  the  vic- 

*' tory  is  thine  !     Thy  virtue,  thy  tender- 

**  ness,  have  elT'ected  what  even  thy  beauty 

*'  and  thy   genius   could  not  accomplish. 

''The  prejudices  of  sect,  the  rancour  of 

*■'  hereditary  hatred,    tlie  influence  of  ty- 

*'  rannic  duty,  the  fastidiousness  of  a  false 

*^  sense  of  honor r,  and  the  splendid  lures 

'' of  interest  and  ambi'ion,  all,  all  lie  van- 

^'  quished,  and  love,  virtue,  and  Imogen, 

*'  are    alone  triumphant !       Nay,    sweet 

"  maid,  hear  me  out  in  patience,  then  re- 

"  solve,  decide  for  me :  be  thou  my  des- 

''  tiny,  for  in  thy  hands  I  place  the  future 

*'  fate  of  my  existence. 


32S  THE   NOVICE    OF 

''  Imogen,  I  left  thee  in  a  state  of  mind 
^'^  last  night  which  it  were  vain  to  agitate 
'^^  thine  by  describing.  It  was  a  dreadful 
"  conflict ;  even  now  I  shudder  af  ihecon- 
'*  test  my  reason  and  my  heart  my  duty 
*' and  my  love,  sustained.  O  Imogen! 
''give  me  thy  pity,  while  I  confess  that  I 
'^  believed  both  reason  and  duty  com- 
"  manded  me  for  ever  to  resign  thee,  for 
'*  many  a  solemn  tie  had  bound  me  to  ano- 
''  ther ;  and  thou  wert — the  daughter  of 
^'  St.  Dorval !  Yes,  it  was  in  the  overflow 
'*  of  filial  tenderness  and  filial  duty,  when 
'^  my  mind  was  weakened  by  suffering, 
'*  and  my  frame  debilitated  by  sickness ; 
''  when  I  sank  in  my  father's  arms,  op- 
'^  pressed  by  his  tenderness  as  he  wept 
"  tears  of  joy  over  his  recovering  son ; 
**  while  the  lovely  preserver  of  my  liberty 
"^  and  life  stood  beside  us,  shared  in  our 
*'  transports,  and  mingled  her  tears  with 
"'  ours  :  it  was  then  I  suffered  my  father 
''  to  place  my  hand  in  hers,  and — O 
''  Imogen  !  spare  me  the  rcstj  duty  and 
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''  gratitude  triumphed,  and  thou  wert — 
''  resigned! 

**  The  day  of  my  marriage  v»ith  made- 

*'  moiselle  de  V (who  had  merit  and 

"  charms  to  awaken  a  passion  which  I 
''  could  never  feel)  was  fixed.  I  had  de- 
"  termined  never  more  to  behold  thee; 
''  but  from  my  father  (who  had  so  early 
*'  made  himself  the  master  of  the'^secret 
^'  of  what  he  termed  my  romantic  passion) 
''  I  had  received  a  promise  that,  previous  to 
"  that  momentous  day,  he  would  rescue 
''  thee  from  the  cruel  destiny  Mhich  await- 
'^  ed  thee,  and  provide  for  thee  a  comfort- 
''  able  independence. 

''  I  had  every  reliance  on  the  humanity^ 
''  of  my  father's  heart,  the  rectitude  of 
''  his  mind,  and  I  guaranteed  his  promise 
"  by  a  solemn   vow   that   I   would  never 

'*  give  my  hand  to  mademoiselle  de  V 

''  till  it  was  performed. 

"  Both  events  were  delayed  by  the  per- 
"  turbation  of  public  affairs.  My  father 
*'  and  myself  were  obliged  to  follow  the 
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''  kin«^  to  tlie  sieves  of  Aix-la-Chapelle 

**  and  Laon^  and  mademoisselle  de  V 

*'  remained  with  Iier  aunt  at  Paris.  Then, 
*'  Imogen,  an  accident  the  most  extraor- 


(( 


dinory  gave  thee  back  to  me  in  a  situa- 
"  tion  the  most  interesting,,  the  most 
^*  heroic.     The    common-place  qunlifica- 

"  tions  of  mademoiselle  de  V shrunk 

^'  before  the  more  than  moral  virtues  of 
*'  my  lovely  heroine.  Beaming  in  beauty, 
'^  eminent  in  genius,  supreme  in  virtue, 
"  at  one  moment  f  beheld  thee  opposing 
*^  thyself  to  death  in  its  most  dreadful 
*'  aspect^  to  save  a  new  found  father's  life  ; 
*'  the  next,  all  soul-dissolving  softness^  all 
'*  bewitching  insinuation,  delicate  though 
*' playful,  reserved  though  tender^  thy 
**  mind  endued  with  more  than  manly  cou- 
''  rage,  thy  heart  with  more  than  woman's 
''  softness!  Now,  from  thy  lip  of  love,  I 
"  caught  the  precept  of  wisdom  and  of 
''  knowledge ;  and  now  in  a  voice  of 
"  spheral  melody  received  the  purest  do- 
"  cuments  of  sentiment  and  taste,  while 
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'*  the  unbidden  blushes  of  thy  modest 
*•  cheek,  the  feeling  throb  of  thy  unso- 
*'  phisticated  heart,  contributed,  with  thy 
*'  mind's  intelhg-ence  and  thy  person's 
"  charms,  to  renovate  a  passioi]  which 
''  time,  absence,  reason,  and  duty,  might 
**  have  faded  into  a  dear  and  tender  re- 
"  collection  of  its  once  adored  object, 
**  but  which,  at  sight  of  thee,  in  ail  thy 
<«  blaze  of  excellence,  again  seized  on  my 
"  heart  with  more  than  all  its  former  power, 
*«  circulates  through  every  vital  artery,  and 
"  forms  my  very  soul.  Yet,  Imogen,  I 
'^  checked  the  tide  of  passion,  stifled 
'^  every  sigh,  and  struggled  with  my 
''  wishes;  and  hadst  thou  still  been  cold, 
"  I  had  haply  still  been  silent. 

''  But,  O  my  sweet  friend !  last  night 
*^  that  heart,  whose  soft  pulsation  answer- 
*'  ed  to  the  throb  of  mine,  that  glance 
''  whose  glowing  beam  shot  hope  and  joy 

"  over  every  kindling   sense God  of 

'^  heaven !  sure  it  was  an  effort  more  than 
"  mortal,  that  in  that  ecstatic  moment  tore 
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"  me  from  thee^  or  rather  say  it  was  thy 
*'  better  reason  triumphed  over  mine.  The 
''  night  which  succeeded  to  that  moment 
"  of  transient  felicity  was  dreadful  -,  my 
**  mind  was  torn  by  insupportable  con- 
''  flicts;  the  long  and  unrequited  tender- 
''  ness  of  an  amiable  woman^  my  honour 
'^  so  solemnly  engaged^  my  duty  to  my 
''  father,  to  my  king,  opposed  to  love,  to 
**  happiness,  and  Imogen.  O  Imogen  ! 
'^  thou  whose  every  passion  is  the  willing 
^'  subject  of  thy  reason,  thou  canst  form 
"  no  idea  of  that  raging  fever  of  the 
"  mind  when  struggling  between  tlie 
*'  conflicts  of  passion  and  of  reason. — 
''  Overcome  by  the  contest,  yet  still  un- 
''  decided  to  which  to  assign  the  victory, 
''  in  this  moment  of  awful  hesitation,  I 
'*  was  called  on  for  corporeal  exertion, 
**  when  the  mind  was  weakened  and  de- 
''  bilitated,  for  animal  courage  when  moral 
''  vigour  was  subdued;  yet  the  wild  irrita- 
''  tion  of  my  feelings  nerved  my  arm.  1 
'*  flew  to  the  hottest  spot  in  the  scene  of 
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"  action^  but  not  until  I  had  interested 
"  the  king  in  thy  favour,  not  until  I  sent 
''  thee  some  faint  remembrance  of  a  love 
*'  which,  even  in  the  moment  when  death 
"  hovered  over  me,  filled  my  heart  with 
«'  thee  alone. 

"  Yes,  Imogen,  even  in  the  battle's 
'*  fiercest  fury  thy  image  still  pursued  me, 
"  awakened  a  thousand  tender  fears  for  thy 
**  safety,  suspended  my  up-lifted  arm,  and 
<'  left  my  fame  in  danger ;  it  was  in  a  mo- 
*'  ment  such  as  this  I  received  this  wound, 
*•'  oh  !  it  was  love  himself  inflicted  it — 
*'  Precious  wound !  it  is  to  you  I  owe  that 
''  undisguised,  that  unreserved  avowal 
*'  of  tenderness  which  nature,  under  the  in- 
*'  fluence  of  terror,  betrayed  in  thy  fears  for 
"  my  safety  ;  thy  tenderness,  thy  anxiety, 
«*  thy  active  solicitude,  bind  me  thine  for 
««  ever.  Nay,  my  sweet  friend,  hear  me 
«*  out,  bear  with  me  yet  a  little  longer.  To 
'^  break  that  inviolable  contract  my  heart 
''  first  made  with  thine  would  now  alone 
"  be  dishonour ;  all  the  persuasion  I  was 
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<«  master  of  1  used  to  win  ihy  love,  nor 
'*  hast  thou  denied  I  was  successful:  thy 
<«  happiness  is  now  involved  in  mine;  my 
"  own  I  could  sacrifice^  thine  I  dare  not, 
*'  not  even  to  gratify  a  father's  ambition. 
"  No,  there  is  no  law,  natural  or  moral, 
<*  which  obliges  a  child  to  olTer  himself, 
''  and  what  is  dearer  than  himself,  a  vo- 
<•  luntary  victim  on  the  altar  of  parental 
^'  authority.  1  possess  a  free  moral  agency. 
"  I  am  capable  of  judging  of  what  can 
*'  constitute  my  own  happiness  or  misery, 
*'  and  when  virtue  sanctions  my  views  of 
*'  the  former,  heaven  itself  would  frown 
''  on  its  cowardly  resignation,  and  virtue 
<'  equally  forbids  me  to  abandon  thee,  or 
"  repay  the  tenderness  and  virtues  of  thy 
"  rival  with  hypocrisy  and  deceit;  oh  !  say, 
<'  shall  1  unite  her  destiny  to  that  of  a 
<"  man  who  can  only  render  her  miserable 
<*  as  himself,  or  shall  I  requite  the  candid 
*^  avowel  of  her  love  by  feigning  with  coun- 
"  terfeit  affection  to  return  her  tenderness? 
*^  or  openly  strike  at  her  heart  by  that  un- 
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^*  disguised  coldness  and  disgust  whicli 
"  would  be  the  result  of  a  union  go  re})ug- 
*^  nant  to  mine?  No,  1  am  not  so  ac- 
*^  complished  a  villain;  not  yet  so  deeply 
'*  plunged  in  simulation  ;  I  am  even  still 
"  more  to  be  pitied  than  condemned, 
''  more  unfortunate  than  guilty.  You 
*'  only,  O  Imogen  !  have  I  wronged,  when 
'^  I  resigned  thee  whom  heaven  had  as- 
"  sorted  as  my  better  self;  yes,   I  will  fly 

*^' to  mademoiselle  de  V ,   at  lier  feet 

"  I  will  unfold  every  secret  of  my  heart ; 
"^  she  is  proud,  she  is  generous,  she  will 
*'  reject  a  hand,  a  person,  unaccompa- 
*'  nied  by  the  heart ;  her  passions  though 
""  strong  are  pliant;  I  know  her  sensa- 
'•  tions  seldom  preserve  a  medium  ;  her 
'*  character  is  composed  of  extremes,  and 
'•  the  sentiments  which  will  succeed  to 
*'  those  she  has  already  experienced^  will 
"  take  their  energy  from  the  overflowing 
"  of  those  which  preceded  them,  and  her 
"  indifference  will  soon  become  as  marked 
i'  as  her  former  partiality.    Some  new  ob- 
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« ject  will  awaken  another  romantic  pas- 
*'  sion,  and  I  shall  befor^rotten. 

*'  Nay,  a  moment's  patience^  and  I  have 
"  done.  I  know  thou  wilt  urge  (that  first 
«  great  obstacle  vanquished)  our  families' 
'*  rooted  hatred^  the  difference  of  our  re- 
<*  ligion  ;  but  the  omnipotence  of  love  and 
"  reason  shall  sul^due  their  united  force. 
'*  Is  not  the  essence  of  our  faith  the  same  ? 
"  Are  not  thy  sublime  sentiments  my  or- 
"  thodoxy  ?  And  for  those  idle  ceremo- 
"  nies,  framed  to  fascinate  the  vulgar  soul, 
«  and  win  the  faith  through  the  medium  of 
"  the  senses,  these  thou  wilt  recant  to  satisfy 
"  the  world's  scruples  :  and  for  our  fa- 
**  tbers,  are  we  not  their  children,  their 
"  only  children  ?  And  though  their  hearts 
"  in  the  first  flush  of  anger  cast  us  from 
"  them,  yet,  O  Imogen  !  the  parent's  heart 
»' is  Nature's  throne:  she  will  exert  her 
"  sweet  prerogative,  and  give  us  back  our 
**  tender  claims.  Then  thou,  more  fa- 
**  voured  than  the  herald  dove  of  heaven's 
*'  peace,    shall    not  only  bear   the  olive- 
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^'  branch  into  our  families,,  but  also  find 
"  a  resting-place  for  thine  own  bosom. 
«  Meantime,  until  this  blessed  moment 
*'  arrives^  let  us  seize  this  golden  oppor- 
**  tunity.  Another  day  makes  Laon  the 
"  king*Sj  and  disbands  his  officers  from  im- 
*<  mediate  duty.  On  the  skirts  of  the 
*'  forest  of  Ardennes  I  possess  a  sweet  re- 
*'  treaty  mine  by  my  mother's  right.  Thi- 
''  ther,  O  Imogen  !  let  us  fly  from  a  world 
*'  I  know  thou  despisest  and  I  no  longer 
^'  prize.  Let  us  renounce  its  cares,  its 
*'  errors^  its  prejudices^  and  its  conteix- 
"  tions  :  imparadised  in  sweet  seclusion, 
"  all  possessing  and  all  possessed^  let  us 
"  snatch  the  wreath  of  bliss,  which  fate 
"  suspends  over  our  heads,  ere  time  withers 
"  its  freshness :  let  us  quaff  the  cup  of 
«  rapture  ere  experience  poisons  its  sweets, 
*'  Loving  and  beloved^  delighting  and  de- 
^«  lighted,  we  will  chasten  the  ardor  of 
*^  passion  with  the  delicacy  of  sentiment^ 
"  and  strengthen  its  powers  by  the  reci- 
"  procal  communion  of  the  mind's  intelli- 
VOL.  2.  p 
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*'  gence.  Mutually  exerting  ourselves  in 
**  the  cause  of  virtue^  the  happiness  we 
*•  bestow  on  others  shall  be  retiected  back 
**  on  ourselves.  Our  souls,  burning  with 
'^  equal  ardor  to  attain  to  the  summit  of 
*'  human  excellence,  and  to  diffuse  it, 
*'  shall  mingle  and  combine  their  forces, 
*  and  act  with  incessant  energy  in  the 
'•  cause  of  reason  and  benevolence.  Supe- 
'•  rior  to  those  fatal  prejudices  from  which 
'•  the  sufferings  of  mankind  emerge,  the 
**  spirit  of  truth  shall  fill  our  minds,  and 
*'  our  precepts  and  examples  shall  dissemi- 
*'  nate  its  salutary  effects.  Thus  rich  in 
'^  virtue  and  in  love,  our  state  will  be  that 
*' of  the  beatified,  and  that  heaven  shall 
"  be  ours  of  which  faith  and  fancy  do 
**  but  dream/' 

The  baron  ceas-ed,  apparently  overcome 
by  that  picture  of  virtuous  felicity  he  had 
sketched  in  such  warm  tints;  while  his 
eager  and  enraptured  eye  pursued  the  vary- 
ing expression  of  Imogen's  countenance, 
which  so  finely  pourtrayed  the  correspond- 
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ing  emotions  of  her  heart.  Now  transport's 
throb  heaved  her  bosom  with  the  wildest 
palpitation,  and  the  languor  of  passion 
swam  in  her  melting  eye :  now  the  spirit 
of  virtue  sublimed  their  glance,  and  kindled 
all  their  fire.  Now  the  blush  of  love  faded 
on  her  cheek  beneath  the  oppressive  joys 
^vhich  seized  her  imagination  :  and  now 
the  energy  of  virtue  diffused  a  deeper  glow. 
Alternately  the  mistress  or  the  heroine^ 
all  impassioned'or  all  sublimed,  dissolved, 
elated,  overwhelmed,  she  remained  for  a 
considerable  time  lost  in  the  delirium  of 
her  heart  and  imagination. 

The  baron,  who  construed  her  silence, 
her  abstraction,  her  great  and  visible  emo- 
tion, into  a  tacit  ratification  of  his  heart's 
fond  wishes,  fell  at  her  feet,  and,  seizing 
both  her  hands,  raised  his  eyes  to  heaven, 
and  exclaimed:  ''  Thou  art  mine!  SLud  here 
''  in  the  face  of  heaven  I  swear *' 

Imogen  released  her  hand,  placed  it  on 
his  lips,  and  almost  breathless  faintly  in- 
terrupted him. 
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^^  Forbear^  my  lord!'*  she  exclaimed, 
assisting  him  to  rise  ;  ''  you  know  not 
*'  what  you  do.  One  moment  forbear ! 
'J  and " 

"  Imogen,  what  meanest  thou  ?"  he 
tremulously  demanded. 

"  Give  me,  my  lord,  give  me  but  one 
'^  moment,  and  then " 

She  arose  in  great  perturbation,  walked 
up  and  down  the  tent  with  a  varying  pace ; 
her  heart  throbbed  with  violence,  her  co- 
lour successively  changed  from  white  to 
red ;  by  degrees  her  agitation  subsided,  an 
air  of  dignity  gradually  involved  her  whole 
form,  the  varying  expression  of  her  coun- 
tenance assumed  the  character  of  self-con- 
fidence reposing  on  the  united  strength  of 
reason  and  virtue ;  her  mind^  with  all  its 
native  and  uncommon  powers,  was  for  the 
first  time  called  on  to  reveal  its  force : 
she  felt  the  solemnity  of  the  appeal,  and 
triumphed  in  her  conscious  ability  to  an- 
swer it.  The  sentiments,  the  determina- 
tions, of  the  preceding  night  rushed  to  her 
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memory,  and  strengthened  the  weakness  of 
her  heart.  She  approached  the  baron  with 
a  mild  and  steady  countenance ;  then, 
seating  herself  opposite  to  him,  she  said 
with  a  gentle  smile  : 

"  My  lord,  I  have  to  thank  you  for  this 
«  patient  endurance  of  emotion,  perhaps 
**  too  weakly  indulged,  and  not  without 
**  difficulty  repressed;  for,  though  I  have 
**  listened  to  you  in  silent  attention,  yet 
''  it  was  with  amazement,  and  sometimes 
*'  perhaps  with  a  stronger  and  more  tender 
'*  sentiment.  Yes,  I  will  confess  that  my 
**  heart  entered  but  too  deeply  into  those 
*'  visionary  schemes  which  yours  so  strong- 
**  ly,  so  dangerously,  delineated ;  and  my 
*'  mind  became  the  willing  captive  of  the 
*'  sophistry  of  yours.  To  me,  my  lord,  you 
"  have  unfolded  every  sentiment  of  a  heart 
'^  for  the  possession  of  which,  sanctioned 
*'  by  virtue,  by  duty,  and  by  reason,  I 
*'  would  barter  the  empire  of  the  world, 
''  and  think  the  purchase  cheap.'*  Imo- 
gen  for   a    moment   paused,   the  colour 
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heightened  in  her  cheeky  she  sighed,  and 
continued  : 

**  Whatever  were   my    native   endow- 
'^  nients,  the  unalienable  possessions  of  my 
"  nature,  I  was  i<^r.orant  of  their  power 
''  and  extent  until  I  first  knew  you^  my 
**  lord.     Till  that  period,  perhaps  the  most 
^'^  momentous  of  my  life,  1  knew  not  I  had 
"  a  heart  so  rich  in  sweet  emotion,   feel- 
''  ings  capable  of  such  profound  sensibi- 
'^  lity^    so  alive  to  woe^  so  awakened  to 
''  bliss;  for  till  then  nor  woe  nor  bliss  had 
''  e'er  assailed  me;    my  life  a  long-  dead 
*'  calm,  joyless  tliough  serene,  uninterest- 
"  ing-  though  unruffled,  stole  on  in  listless 
''  apathy,    undelighting    and    undesired. 
"  Each  day  promised  but  the  literal  echo 
"  of  that  which  had  expired  :    I  beheld  its 
•'birth  with  iiulifferencej  and  only  felt  a 
*  joy    when   its    wearisome    and    oft  told 
''  round  had  crept  into  oblivion.   I  pressed 
''  my  nightly  pillow  with   no  fond  recol- 
**  lection   to   warm   my    dream ;  or,   if  I 
*'  dreamed  of  happiness,    I  wakened   in 
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"  amazement,  and  wondered  if  indeed  it 
"  could  exist,  save  in  a  dream.  Then  I 
''  rose  without  a  hope  to  gild  the  coming;; 
''  hours,  and  wished  for  night  to  sleep  and 
*'  dream  again.  You  came,  my  lord,  in 
"humble  seeming  came;  but  3  our  mind 
*•  scoffed  at  disguise,  and  you  were  still 
•'  yourself.  The  attractive  force  of  sym- 
*'  pathy  drew  us  to  each  other;  the  intel- 
•'  ligence  of  thy  mind  called  forth  the  bet- 
'^  ter  qualities  of  mine,  and  my  soul  in  its 
''  progressive  expansion  did  but  emul;i(c 
*'  the  gratider  elevation  of  yours,  Iir.- 
*'  mured  from  all  kindred  as^ocia'ion,  I 
"  resembled  a  flower  sown  by  sonic  vagraul 
'^  breeze  in  a  soil  uncongenial  (o  ifs  na- 
''  lure :  drooping  in  the  shade  which  chilled 
'^  its  growth  and  veiled  its  blushes,  but 
**  permitted  to  receive  the  sun's  nurturing 
"  glow,  it  lifts  its  languid  head,  and  bc- 
''  trays  its  blushing  colours  to  the  radiant 
''beam.  You  came,  ray  lord,  and  said, 
"  Let  there  be  light,  and  there  was  light. 
''  Then  each  day  was  pregnant  with  in- 
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''  terest,  life  assumed  a  new  and  lovelier 
''  aspect :  I  rose  with  the  fond  expectation 
«'  of  tastings  joys  more  exquisite  than  those 
*'  I  had  already  experienced,  and  at  night 
''  I  pressed  my  pillow  with  the  recollection 
*^  of  the  day's  events  throbbing  at  my 
'*  delighted  heart;  sweet  was  the  dream 
''  of  my  rest,  but  sweeter  still  the  awaken- 
''  ing  thought  which  chased  it  from  my 
'*  pillow.  Your  rank  in  life  I  then  thought 
**  inferior  even  to  my  own^  all  humble  as 
''  it  was ;  but  with  me  you  stood  superior 
''  and  alone  ;  or,  if  in  the  scale  of  human 
**  creation  I  assigned  you  a  place,  it  only 
''  gave  me  a  higher  opinion  of  the  species 
*'  to  Vt'hich  ijou  belonged  than  in  my  mo- 
'*  ments  of  warmest  philanthropy  I  had 
*^  dared  to  indulge  in.  Had  I  then  pos- 
**  sessed  the  empire  of  the  world,  it  had 
''  been  thine.  The  empire  of  my  heart 
*•  was  all  I  owned,  and  I  bestowed  it  On 
*'  thee.  Then  would  I  have  flown  with 
*'  thee  to  the  remotest  corner  of  the  earth, 
''  gladly  have  shared  thy  sorrows  or  thy 
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"joys,  assuaged  thy  sufferings,  or  exalted 
''  thy  pleasures." 

"  Imogen  !  Imogen  !"  wildly  interrupt- 
ed the  baron,  unable  to  repress  the  extacy 
of  his  heart. 

*'  For,  then,  my  lord,"  continued  Imo- 
gen firmly,    without  suffering  him  to  pro- 
ceed, '-  society  had  no  claims  on  me  which 
*•  (standing  in  the  relation  to   each  other 
"  I  then  believed  we  did)  could  have  been 
'*  injured.     Desolate  and  alone,   deserted 
'*  by   the  world,  and  ignorant  of  its  opi- 
^'  nions  or  its  laws,  an  alien  from  my  birth, 
*'  you  would  have  been  my  xoorld  ;  in  you 
''  all  those  ties  so  dear  to  the  human  heart 
''  would  have  been  united  ;  and  in  joining 
''  my  destiny  to  yours  I  should  have  vio- 
*'  lated  no  duty,  betrayed   no  trust,  com- 
*'  mitted   no  injury.      But  now,  my  lord, 
"  the  sweet  illusion   is    vanished.     Hadst 
''  thou  been  still  but  the  minstrel  of  Pro- 
'^  vence,   haply  even  still  the  daughter  of 
''  St.  Dorval  had  been  thine ;  but  as  the 


**  baron  de  Montargis — never  I" 
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''  Never  !  God  of  heaven  !  Never!  O 
*'  Imosren  !  beware— thou — " 

''  My  lord,  I  entreat  you  will  hear  me 
'*  out.  Since  we  parted  in  the  gallery  of 
^'  Monlmorell,  an  extraordinary  change  has 
'^  taken  [)la(,e  in  n)y  situation.  I  am  no 
''  longer  an  alien,  unconnected,  deserted  ; 
''  the  important  scene  of  life  is  open  to 
^'  me  :  I  have  received  the  part  allotted 
^'  me  to  perform  ;  and  however  frail,  how- 
^*  ever  weak,  the  secret  movements  of  my 
'*  heart,  my  actions  at  least  shall  not  sully 
*'  the  dignity  of  the  character  I  am  to 
'*  sustain.  I  owe  a  duty  to  society  which 
"  I  will  not  betray.  Yes,  1  will  respect 
'^  those  social  bonds  which  draw  mankind 
''  together,  nor,  by  resigning  myself  to  the 
'*  overwhelming  influence  of  passion,  af- 
*^  ford  the  young,  the  thoughtless,  and  the 
*'  imprudent,  an  example  to  justify  their 
^^  own  improper  conduct.  The  duty  I  owe 
*'  my  father  I  will  never  sacrifice  to  the 
*' gratification  of  my  own  propensities; 
"  I  will  not  again  rob  him  of  a  child  so 
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•^^  lately  found,  so  lon^  deplored  ;  I  will  not 
'*  abandon  his  arnjs  in  the  moment  when 
'^  they  open  with  tender  lon«;inos  to  re- 
"  ceive  me  ;  nor  will  I,  nn  ler  tiie  influ- 
"cnceofaii  iinhappv  passion,  visit  back 
'^  his  early  f^rrors  on  his  head,  and  make 
"  the  crime's  oF  th«-  child  the  father's 
*'  dreadful  retribntion  :  no  when  I  forsake 
*^  my  father  ntai/  God  forsake  me  !  To 
*^  you,  O  my  h»r.l  !  wliat  do  T  not  owe  to 
''  you  r  A  love  tiiat  formed  my  heart's 
**  first  best  bl  -ssinj^;  the  sacrifice  of  your 
''  ambition.  }our  j)rejudices^  O  God  I  even 
*'  of  your  filial  duty,  _y  our  probity,  and  your 
''  honour :  for  me  you  would  violate  them 
''  all.  And  shall  I  take  a  treacherous  ad- 
"  vantage  of  your  love  ?  shall  I  assist  you 
"  to  perpetuate  those  feuds  which  have  so 
*'  long  disunited  our  families?  shall  I  tear 
''  you  from  your  father  s  heart,  and  plant 
*'  another  dagger  in  the  wound  my  mo- 
*^  ther's  fatal  passion  inflicted  ?  shall  I  se- 
'*  ducc  you  to  sully  that  honour  so  imma- 
**  culate  to  violate  a  promise  so  solemnly 
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*'  made,  and  to  break  the  heart  of  an  ami- 
''  able  and  aifectionate  woman,  to  whom 
''  you  owe  every  thing,  and  who  looks 
'Vibrward  to  a  union  with  the  object  of 
''  her  first  tenderness  as  the  consumma- 
''  tion  of  her  happiness,  the  reward  of  her 
'Mong-tried  constancy?  No,  my  lord, 
'^  never  !  And  here  1  swear  in  the  face 
"  of  heaven — " 

''  Imogen,  Imogen,  drive  me  not  mad  !'* 

wildly  exclaimed  the  baron,  snatching  her 

clasped  and  uplifted  hands  ;  '^  make  me 

"  not  hate  thy  dazzling  virtues.    Thinkest 

^*  thou,  wondrous  but  insensible  woman  ! 

*«  that  I  am  more  or  less  than  man,  that 

*'  thus  you  dare  to  tamper  with  my  heart, 

^'  ray  reason,  and  my  passions?    Is  it  thus 

''•  thou   wouldst  tear  thy  image  from  my 

''  soul  by  fastening  round  it,  even  in  all 

"  thy  amiable  severity,  with  more  than  all 

''  thy  former  power  ?    Oh  !  if  indeed  thou 

*'  wouldst  teach  me  to  sacrifice  every  hope 

*'  of  happiness  to  prudence,  (for  reason 

''  exacts  no  such  self-immolation,)  invoke 
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'^  me  not  with  those  melting  eyes;  preach 
'*  not  to  me  the  rigid  laws  of  fastidious 
*'  virtue  with  the  look,  the  eloquence,  of 
"  angels  ;  nor,  whilst  thou  wouldst  have 
''  me  worship  thee  as  a  saint,  make  me, 
*'  adore  thee  as  a  woman !  Recal,  in 
*'  mercy  to  me  and  (suffer  me  to  say)  to 
''  thyself,  recal  that  half-breathed  vow 
**  which  the  fanaticism,  not  the  moderate 
*'  spirit,  of  virtue  elicited.  Or  if  thou  wilt 
*'  not  retract  what  thou  hast  already  ut- 
"  tered,  let  that  vow  to  heaven  be — that 
'''  thou  art  mine  for  ever  !'* 

*'  That,  my  lord,  I  cannot  be,  even  on 
''your  terms,  since  they  included  a  recan- 
''  tation  of  religion  ;  for,  though  thou 
^'  knowest  in  the  very  region  of  supersti- 
*'  tion  I  laughed  at  her  fopperies  and  her 
*^  errors,  even  with  her  professional  vota- 
*^  lies,  yet,  since  my  public  apostacy  would 
*'  wound  my  father's  heart  i^deep-wedded 
"  to  the  religion  of  his  ancestors)  in  its 
^'  most  vital  nerve,  I  will  not  make  it ;  for 
''  I  am  more  certain  it  is  an  act  of  true 
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*'  religion  to  avoid  wounding  a  tender  pa- 
''  rent's  heart,  than  I  am  of  any  specula- 
^^  live  point  of  faith  whatever." 

"  Then  cancel  tliat  drmaiul  in  ihy  ar- 
^'^  tides  of  capMulation,"  said  the  baron, 
with  revivinii'  spirits  '•  and  ihy  God  shall 
^^  be  m\  God.  Imogen,  'tis  in  \ain  thoa 
''  wouldst  throw  me  from  ihee,  for  in  spite 
''  of  ail  thv  prudent  scruples  thou  wilt 
^'  still  be  mi:u'. 

''  Then,  niN  lord,'  said  Imogen,  with 
firmness  and  dignity,  ''  claim  me  openly 
''  from  my  father ;  for  the  duty  I  owe  my- 
"  self,  independent  of  everv  other,  will 
^'  prevent  me  creeping  meanly  into  a  fa- 
'^  mily  which  would  reject  me  with  con- 
*'  tempt." 

'*  Imogen,  you  wish  to  drive  me  to  dis- 
^'^  traction,  to  wrench  from  me  the  hope 
'^  of  being  beloved,  a-;  well  as  the  cer- 
"  tainty  of  being  rejected  Away  W/ith 
'*  that  air  of  proud  and  conscious  virtue. 
''  No,  madam,  it  is  not  virtue,  it  is  indif- 
'*  ference,  which  furnishes  you  with  these 
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*'  all-prudent  arguments.  You  bid  me 
"  claim  you  from  your  father,  because  you 
"  know  the  count  St  Dorvdl  would  spurn 
*'  me  from  his  fi'el,  if  even  there  I  kneel- 
**  ing-sued  him  for  his  daughter.  By  hea- 
^*  vens,  lady,  vou  trifle  with  my  passion, 
"  and  use  rue  like  a  froward  child,  now 
**  soothed  ynd  now  corrected  in  its  follies.'* 

The  baron  arose,  and  paced  the  tent  in 
great  periurbation.  Imogen^  trembling 
at  his  violence,  held  out  her  hand  to  him_, 
and,  faintly  smiliig  through  her  tears,  ex- 
claimed, *  (>'.» !  liiese  are  not  your  senti- 
"  ments.  IMmi  to  ^  ardent  affection  which 
**  so  candidly  breathed  its  existence  to 
*' your  ears  cannot  be  doubted.  Alas! 
''  my  lord,  ere  the  secret  of  my  heart 
*'  was  unfolded  to  myseif,  thou  wert  its 
*^  master." 

««  Imogen,"  said  the  baron,  calmed  and 
softened  by  her  tender  address,  and  taking 
her  offered  hand,  as  he  seated  himself 
by  her,  *<  Jmogen,  forgive  me;  I  know 
*'  not  what  1  say,     I  do  not,  dare  not. 
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''  doubt  the  existence  of  thy  affection. 
"  Hast  thou  not  (O  dear  confession  !)  con- 
*'  descended  to  own  I  once  might  have 
•*  been  all  the  world  to  thee.  Oh  !  let  us 
'*  still,  my  lovely  friend,  be  all  the  world 
''  to  each  other.  Thus  prostrnte  at  thy 
*'  feet  let  me  supplicate,  let  me  implore 
*•  thee  not  to  annihilate,  by  ill-timed  cau- 
"  tion,  that  wondrous  happiness  we  might 
*'  enjoy  by  living  for  each  other,  and  mu- 
"  tually  exerting  ourselves  in  the  cause  of 
"  virtue  " 

Imogen,  almost  overpowered  hy  the 
energy,  tlje  passion,  of  the  baron's  man- 
ner, and  l)v  arguments  but  too  consonant 
to  the  tot^e  of  her  heart's  secret  wishes,  yet 
still  struggling  to  support  herself  through 
the  difficult  part  thatvirtueand  reason  com- 
manded her  to  support,  faintly  exclaimed: 
''  Rise^  my  lord  ;  that  humiliating  attitude 
*'  is  mockery  tome  and  to  yourself."  The 
baron  arose :  an  angry  blush  glowed  on  his 
cheek.  *'  Yes,"  continued  Imogen  firmly, 
['  we  will  mutually  exert  ourselves  in  the 
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"  cause  of  virtue,  but  that  can  never  be 
**  promoted  by  our  uuion^  except  there  is 
*'  a  virtue  in  sacrificin*;'  every  considera- 
"  tion  to  our  own  desires,  in  breaking  the 
**  heart  of  a  tender  parent,  in  violating  a 
'*  sacred  promise,  in  perpetuating  an  here- 
««  ditary  discord,  in " 

*'  Pardon  me,  madam/*  interrupted  the 
baron  coldly  ;  ''  we  are  arguing  on  un- 
<'  equal  terms :  you  from  the  head,  I  from 
"  the  heart,  from  the  feelings,  and  cannot 
«'  stoop  to  sarcasm.  INIy  ideas  of  virtue 
''  are  not  so  very  arbitrary  as  you  appear 
**  to  imagine;  they  do  not  vary  with  the 
''  dictates  of  my  passion,  they  are  perhaps 
*'  fixed  and  immutable  as  your  own.  I 
<Miave  done;  I  cannot  combat  the  so- 
<*  phistical  arguments  of  a  brain  so  fertile 
««  in  conjuring  up  phantoms  to  scare  the 
<f  soul's  most  ardent  wishes.'* 

^'  Oh  no  ;  my  dear,  my  best  friend," 
exclaimed  Imogen,  again  taking  the  hand 
he  had  withdrawn  from  hers,  ''  give  but 
I'  thy  understanding  a  moment's  sway,  and 
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"  it  will  tell  thee  what  I  have  urged  are 
*'  not  phanto7ns J  but  the  palpable  beings 
''  of  reason  s  own  creation/' 

''  And  is  true^  fervent,  and  unalterable 
<f  passion/'  said  the  baron,  half  tenderly, 
half  reproachfully,  ''  so  very  subservient 
"  to  the  influence  of  the  understanding? 
**  Can  its  vital  glow  chill  in  the  heart  to  the 
*'  suggestion  of  reason^  and  its  throbbing 
'*  pulse  cease  to  beat  when  prudence  com- 
*'mands?  O  Imogen^  you  have  never 
<«  loved — by  heavens,  never!" 

•*  Never!"  faintly  repeated  Imogen, 
turning  her  melting  eyes  full  on  him  with  a 
reproachful  and  tender  smile  :  "  Never  !" 

*'  Oh  !  forgive^  forgive/'  said  the  baron, 
pressing  her  folded  hands  to  his  eager  lips. 
'Imogen,  it  is^oz«  who  drive  me  wild; 
'^  then  bear  with  the  effects  of  your  dan- 
"  gerous  influence.  Yes,  it  is  a  heart,  a 
''soul,  tender,  ardent,  exalted  as  thine, 
'^  that  is  alone  capable  of  receiving  the  di- 
<'  vine  impression  of  love.  Yes^  you  have 
*'  loved.   That  sublime,  that  profound  sen- 
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«  timent  has  penetrated  your  whole  being  ; 
'*  even  now  it  irradiates  thy  looks,  glows 
*«  on  thy  cheek,  and  sheds  an  air  of  divi- 
''  nity  around  thy  whole  person.  O  Imo- 
"  gen  !  can  I  then  resign  the  precious 
*'  heart  thou  hast  enriched  me  with  ?  can 
"  I  tamely  cede  the  inestimable  felicity  it 
''  bestows  on  me?  Think,  my  beloved 
*^  friend,  of  the  ties  which  unite  us_,  the 
"  unity  of  our  minds,,  the  reciprocity  of 
•'  our  sentiments^  the  sympathy  of  our 
*'  souls,  and " 

**  Oh  cease,  my  lord,  in  mercy  cease/* 
exclaimed  Imogen  in  great  emotion. 
*'  Why  by  these  arguments,  which  flow 
"  only  from  thy  heart,  wouldst  thou  de- 
"  ceive  thyself  and  me  ?  Consider  for  a 
"  moment  the  barrier  which  fate  has  placed 
*'  between  ns.  No,  never,  never,  can  I  be 
**  thine." 

''  Never  !  Imogen,  It  is  indifference  only 
**  could  prompt  that  assertion.  Love  as- 
*'  sured  by  love  never  despairs.  When 
''  the  heart  reposes  on  the  tenderness  of  a 
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''  kindred  heart,  its  fair  liopes  are  never 
''  blighted.  Love,  mutual  love,  is  ononi- 
''  potent ;  it  is  its  own  destiny." 

**  When  love  is  opposed  by  virtue,  my 
*'  lord,  it  is  not  omnipotent;  it  is  only  in 
**  alliance  with  it,  it  is  all-  powerful.  This 
"  transient  guPt  of  passion  over " 

<*  Transient  gust!"  repeated  the  baron 
with  acrimony  :  "  but  it  is  well.  Yet  trust 
*'me,  lady,  all-indifferent  and  cold  as  now 
''  I  see  thou  art,  thou  art  not  so  all-in- 
**  different  as  thou  wouldst  believe.  No, 
**  whatever  thy  pride  may  urge,  thy  pru- 
**  dence  dictate,  in  confirming  my  misery 
"you  will  not  secure  your  own  happiness. 
"  Imogen,  Imogen,  be  thy  heart  the  um- 
'^  pire  between  us,  and  it  will  tell  thee  we 
*'  were  formed  for  each  o(her.  And  oh,  my 
*'  too  reasoning,  too  prudent  friend,  when, 
"  by  this  resistance  to  our  mutual  felicity, 
*'  destiny  shall  for  ever  ever  part  us ;  when 
"  death  itself  can  only  place  a  stronger 
"  barrier  between  US;  when  we  shall  have 
«'  beheld  each  other,  heard  each  other,  for 
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^' the  last,  last  time;  when  another  shall 
*^  claim  those  vows  our  eyes  once  so  fondly 
'*  interchani^ed  ;  even  when  the  diflidence 
**  of  infant  love  shrinks  from  all  other 
'*  communication^  and  our  hearts,  mu- 
''  tually  thrilling  with  the  lingerini^  ardor 
"  of  their  first  immutable  passion,  shall 
"  shrink  from  the- " 

«*  I\Iy  lord,  my  lord,  I'll  hear  no  more!" 
interrupted  Imogen  in  an  agony  of  mind 
that  mingled  in  her  countenance  all  the 
ardor  of  the  most  refined,  the  most  glow- 
ing passion.  Struggling  with  the  nearly 
overpowered  resolves  of  virtue  and  of  rea- 
son, ''  Save  me,'*  she  cried,  while  tears 
dried  on  her  burning  cheeks ;  *'  O  De 
<*  Montargis,  save  me  from  thee,  from 
*^  myself  l" 

The  baron  caught  her  in  his  arms. 
^*  The  contest  is  over,"  he  exclaimed. 
''  These  tears,  these  blushes,  are  love  s 
**  own  concession,  and  thou  art  mine  for 
*«  ever !" 

For  a  moment,  one  moment  only,  love 
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was  indeed  victorious.  On  the  next,  Imo- 
gen had  released  herself  from  the  baron's 
embrace,  and,  falling  on  her  knees,  in  a 
solemn  but  rapid  voice  she  exclaimed: 
**^  I  swear  by  all  I  hold  most  sacred,  never 
'•  to  receive  the  baron  de  Montargis  as  my 
''  husband,  but  with  the  mutual  consent  of 
'*  our  parents  while  they  live/' 

Then  wholly  overcome  by  the  conflict, 
the  emotion,  the  struggle,  she  had  sus- 
tained, she  fell  pale  and  lifeless  at  the 
baron*s  feet.  Every  feeling,  every  sensa- 
tion, in  the  breast  of  de  Montargis,  was  ab- 
sorbed in  that  the  late  effort  of  mind,  and 
the  situation  it  had  thrown  her  into,awaken- 
ed.  He  hung  over  her  with  the  tender 
fears,  the  same  intense  anxiety,  as  the  mo- 
ther who  trembles  for  the  fluttering  life  of 
the  infant  that  droops  on  her  nurturing 
bosom.  In  delicacy  to  his  prisoner  he  dared 
not  call  for  assistance,  and  he  was  almost 
incapable  of  rendering  any  himself.  Imo- 
gen, who,  though  overcome  by  corporeal 
weakness  brought  on  by  mental  sufferings. 
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was  not  senseless,  made  an  effort  to  shake 
off  the  weakness  that  pressed  her  to  the 
earth.  The  baron  raised  her  in  his  arms. 
Imogen  gently  extricated  herself,  and  tot- 
tered to  a  seat;  while  a  faint  and  eloquent 
smile,  and  a  slight  motion  of  the  head, 
seemed  to  deprecate  that  bodily  infirmity 
in  which  the  mind  had  no  share. 

''  Fear  not/'  said  the  baron  in  a  low  and 
affecting  voice  as  she  appeared  to  shrink 
from  his  approach  :  "  thou  hast  nothing 
**  more  to  fear  from  my  importunity,  since 
'*  I  have  now  nothing  more  to  hope.  I  will 
"  at  least  endeavour  to  emulate  that  excel- 
"  lence  I  dare  never  expect  to  attain.  O 
"  Imogen  !  more  omnipotent  in  thy  virtue 
"  than  even  all  the  lustre  of  thy  genius 
«  and  thy  charms,  I  submit :  thou  hast 
*<  conquered.  Yes,  1  resign  thee;  yet  to 
<'  the  end  of  time  I  shall  persist  in  think- 
"  ing  thee  mine  by  the  most  sacred  ties 
*' that  bind  Foul  to  soul.  In  another  and 
'^  a  better  world  I  will  reclaim  thee,  and 
''  the  heaven  which  formed  us  for  each 
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<*  other  will  then  smile  upon  our  eternal 
**  reunion.'' 

The  baron's  voice  falter(\d ;  emotion 
checked  his  utterance.  Imogen  wept  bit- 
terly, and  extended  her  hand  towards  him. 
He  held  it  for  a  moment  alternately  to  his 
forehead  and  his  heart ;  then,  pressing'  it  to 
his  lips^  dropped  on  it  a  burning  tear,  and, 
suddenly  letting  it  fall,  covered  his  face 
with  his  mantle^  and  rushed  out  of  the 
tent. 
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